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10 FF HE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


CHARLEY 
Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex, 


Lord Chamberlain of His Majefty s Houſehold, and 


- Knight of tie moſt Noble Order * the Garten, 
&c. 


T LORD, 


A Young Poet * liable to the ſame vanity and 
indiſcretion with a young Lover; and the Great 
Man that {miles upon one , and the fine Woman 
that looks kindly upon Cother, are each of 'em in 
danger of having the favour publiſſꝰ d with the firſt 
opportunity. 

Bat there may be a different motive, which will 
ga little diſtinguiſh the offenders. For tho' one 
BY ſhould have a vanity in ruining another's Reputation, 
yet the other may only have an ambition to ad- 
vance his own. And] beg leave, my Lord, that I may 
plead the latter, both as the cauſe and excuſe of 
this Dedication. 


Whoexyeris King, isalſo the Father of his Coun- 
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De DEDICATION. 


try ; andasno body can diſpute your Lordſhips Mo- 
varchy in Poetry, ſo all that are concern'd, ovght 
to acknowledge your univerſal Patronage: And it is 
only preſuming on the priviledge of a loyal Subject, 
that I have ventur'd to make this my Addreſs of 
thanks, to your Lordihip ; which at the ſame time, 
includes a Prayer for your Protection. | 
lam not ignorant of the common form of Pce- 
tical Dedications , which are generally made up of 
Panegyricks, where the Authors endeavour to diſ- 
tingmth their Patrons, by the ſhining Characters 
they give them, above other men. But that, my 
Lord, is not my bulinels at this time; nor is your 
Lordſhip now to be diſtinguiſh'd. I am contented 
with the Honour Ido my lelf in this Epiitle ; with- 
out the vanity of attempting to add to, or ex- 
plain your Lordſhip's Character. 5 
I confeſs it is not without ſome ſtrugling, that! 
behave my ſelf in this caſe, as I onght: For it is 
very hard to be pleaſed with a ſubject, and yet for- 
bear it. But I chuſe rather to follow Pliny's pre- 
cept, than his example, when in his Panegyrick * 
to the Emperour 7rajan, he lays, | 1 


Nec minus confideraho quid aures ejus pati--— 
pofſint , quam quid vintutibus debeatur. 


I hope I may be excus'd the pedantry of a quo-· 
tation, when it is ſo juſtly apply'd. =_ 
HFere areſome lines in the print, (and which your 
Lordſhip read before this Play was acted ) that were ,# 
omitted on the Stage; and particularly one whole 
Scene in the third Act, which not only helps the delign :: 
; forward with leſs precipitation, but alſo heightens 
N the ridiculous Character of Foreſight, which indeed 
2 ſeems to be maim'd without it. But 1 found wy J 
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The DEDICATION. 


ſelf in great danger of a long Play, and was glad 
to help it wherel could. Tho? notwithſtanding my 
care, and the kind reception it had from the Town: 
I could heartily wiſh it yet ſhorter : But the number 
of different Characters repreſented in it, would 
have been too much crowded in leſs room. 

This reflection on prolixity, (a fault, for which 
ſcarce any one beauty will attone) warns me not 
to be tedious now, and detain your Lordſhip any 
longer with the trifles of, | 


MY LORD, 
Your Lordhip's 
moſt obedient 
and * humble 


Servant, 


a 


. WILL. CONGREVE. 


Hadxot your bounty taught ustoreſuſe. 


PROLOGUE 


FOR 


The opening of the new Play-houſe, propos'd 
ro be . by Mrs. Bracegirule in Men's 
cloaths. 


Sent from an unknown hand. 


Jom, which every where bears mightyſway , 
Brings me to act the Orator today : 
Bus Women, youwillſay , are ill at Speeches, 
is true, andthereforeT appear inbreeches : 
Not for example to you City. Wives ;\ 
That by preſcriptions ſetled for your lives. 
Was it for gain the Husband firſt conſented? 
O yes, their gains are mightily augmented : Making 
And yet, methinks, it muſi have coſt ſome ſtrife. 2 
A paſſive Hnsband, and an active Mife! > hands 
*Tis awkword, very awkward, by my Life, ) over her 
But to my Speech, Aſſemblies of all Nations head. 
Still are ſuppsb'd to open with Orations: 8 
Mine ſpallhegin, to ſtem our obligations. 
Io you, our Benefactors, lowly bowing, 
Whoſefavours have preventedour undoing; 
A long Egyptian bondage me endur d, 
Lill freedom, by your juſtice we procur'd: 
Our Taskmaſtersweregrown ſuch very ſews, 
We muſt at length bave play din wooden ſhooes , 8 


Freedoms 
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Freedom's of Engliſh growth, Ithink, alone; 

What for loft Engliſh freedom canattone? 

A free-born Player loaths to be compelt'd; 

Our Rulers tyraniz?d, and we rebelPd. 2 

Freedom ! thewiſe Mars wiſh , the poor Man's wealth; 

Which you, and I, and moſt of us enjoy by ſlealth; 

The foul of pleaſure , and the ſweet of life , | 

The Wyman's charter , Widdow , Maid or Wife , 5 

1his they d have cancelPd, & thence grew the ſtrife. 

But you perhaps, wou'd have me here confeſs 

How we obtain'd the favour ;---Can't you gueſs? 

Why then Pl/ tell you, (for Thatealye) 

By brib'ry , errant brit ry , let me dhe. 

Twas their Agent, but by Jove Iſwear + 

No honournble Member had a ſhare, 5 

Tho young and able Members bid mie fair. 

I choſe a wiſer way to make you willing , 

Which has not coſt the Houſe a ſingle ſh:lling 5s © 5 

Nom youſuſped at leaſt I went a billing. . 

Yor ſee Pm young , and to that air of youth, 

Some will add Beauty, anda little truth; 

Theſepow*rfulcharms , improv'd by pow'rful arts, 

PrevaiPd to captivate your op*ning hearts. 

Thus furniſWd, Iprefer'd my poor Petition, 

F brib'd ye to commiſerate our condition. 

Ilaughd, andfigh'd, and ſung, and leer d upon ye; 

Mithroguiſb loving looks, and that way won ye. 

Ihe young Men kiſs'd me, and the Old Iłiſꝰ d, 
Andluringly , I led them as Iliſt. 

Ihe Ladies in meer pity took our parts, 

Pit)'s the darling paſſion of their heart. 

Thus bribing , or thus brib'd, fear no diſgraces ; 

For thus you nicy take bribes , and keep your Places. 


A4 PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken ar the opening of the New Houſe, 


By Mr. Betterton. 


*T He Husbandman in vain renews his toil, 
Tocultivate each year a hungry ſotl ; 

Andfondly hopes for rich and generousfrui: , 

When what ſhould feed the tree, devours the root : 

Th unladen boughs, heſees, bode certaindearth, 

Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindiy earth. 

So, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found 

Their [abours loft upon the ungrateful ground, 

| This laſt end only remedy have prov'd ; 

And hope nem fruit from ancient flocks removꝰ d. 

Mell may they hope, when you ſo kindly aid , 

Andplant e ſoil which you ſo rich have made. 

| As Nature gave theWorld to Mais firſt age, 

| So from your houuty, we receive this Stoge; : 

The Freedom Man was born to, ou ve reſtos d, : 1 


enn . 


. And to our World, ſuch plenty you afford, 

It ſeems like Eden, fruirfulof its own accord. 

But ſiucein Paradiſe fail fleſp gave way, 

And when but two were made, both went aftray ; 
Forbear your wonder , andihe fault forgive , 5 
If in our larger Family we grieve 5 
One falling Adam, aud one tempteũ Eve. | 
We whoremain, would gratefully repay | | 
' What our endeavonrs can; and bring this day, 8 
| The firſt-fruit Offering, of a virgin Play. 
| | "BY Wo 


„%% DE | 
Ne hipethere's ſomething that inaypleaſo each taſte, + 
And tho of homely fare we matethe beat, 8 
Fei yor wall find variety at icaft. 

| {here's Humour , whichfor chearful !1iends we 20t; 

| Andfor the thinking party there's a Plot. 
Meveſomethiug too, togratifie illuature, : 

(If there be any hene) and that is Satire, 

1ho Satireſcarce daresgrin, tis grown ſo mild; 
Or only ſpews its teeth 5 as if it ſiuil'd. 

As Aſſes thiſtles, Poets mumble mit, 

And dare not bite, forfear of being bit. 

1 hey hold their pens, as ſwords are held! Tools, 
And are afraid to uſe thein own edge-tcols. 

Since the Plain- Dealers Scenes of manly rage , 
Not one has dur d to laſb this crying Age. 

1his time, the Poet owns theboldefjay, 

Vet hopes there's no ull-manners in vis Play: 

And be declares by ine, he has deſien'd 

Ajjront to none , but frankly fpeaks bis mind, 
And ſpou'd the enſuing Scenes not chance tu hit, 
He offers but this one excuſe ; twas writ | 5 
Before your late euccurageimeut of Mit. 
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Spoken at the opening of the New Houſe, 8 
'\ : 16 
By Mrs. Bracegird/e. I 
; | J. 
4 88 Providence at firſt de ſign'dthis place E 
Io be the Player's refuge in diſtreſs; B 


Hor ſtill in every ſtorm they all ran hither, #1 
As to a ſhed that ſhields*em from the weather. 11 
But thinking of this change which laſ} befelus, 1 
L's like what I have heard our Poets tell us: | 14 
For when behind out ſcenes their ſuits are pleading, Wi 
To help their love ſometimes they ſhow their reading ; F 
And wanting ready caſh to pay for hearts, 

They top their learning onus, and their parts. 
Once of Philoſophers they toldus ſtories, 

Whom, as Ithink they call d=Py—Pythagories , 
Pmſure*tisſomeſuch Latin name they give em, 

And we, who know no better, muſt believe em. 

Now to theſe Men ( ſay they) ſuch ſouls were given, 

That after death, neer went to Hell, nor Heaven, 
But liv'd,, Iknow not hom, inBeafts; and then 

When many yearswerepaſt , in Men again. 

Methinks, we Players reſembleſuch a Soul, 

That doesfrom bodies, wefremhouſesſtrole. 
Thus Ariſtotle's Soul, of old that was, 

May nom be damm dito animate an Aſs; - 

Or in this very houſe, for ought we know , 

Is doing painful penance in ſome Beau; 

And this our Audience , whichdid oncereſort 

To ſhining Theatres to ſce our ſport , 5 

Nom find us tuſs d into a Jeunis- court. 
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Theſe Walls but t'other day were fill*d with noiſe 

Of roaring Gameſters, andyour Damme Boys. 

Ihen bounding balls and dar aa. they encompaſs d, 

And now they're fuPdwi:hzefts, and flights, & bombaſt! 
Toow, I don't much like this tramſmigration, | 
Stroling from place toplace, Ly circulation. 5 
Grant Haven, we don't return to our firſt ſtation. 

I nom not what theſe think, but for aui part, | 
IT cant refied without an aking heart, 5 
How we ſhow dendin our original, a Cart. 

But we can t fear, ſince youreſo good to ſavens, 

That yon have only ſet us up, to leave us. 

Thusfrom the paſt, we hope for future grace, 

T beg it--- | oe | 

Andſome here know I have abegging face. 


Then pray continue this your kindhebavioar , 


For a clear Stage won't do, without your favour. 
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Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


PERSONA DRAM AT ]IS. 
ME N. 3 
Sir Sa Mu SON LEGEND. Father to Valentine and Ben. 


VALENTINE. Fallen under his Father's diſpleaſure 


by his ex penſive way of living, in love with Ange- 
lica. 

SCANDAL, His Friend, a free ſpeaker. 

TAT TLE. Ahalf witted Beau, vain of his Amours, 
yet valuing himſelt for ſecr clic. 

BE N. Sir Sampſon's younger Son, half home bred, and 

half ſea-· bred, defign'd to marry Miſs Prue. 

Fonks ihr. Anilliterate old Fellow , peeviſh and 
poſitive , ſuperſtitious, and pretending: to underſtand 
Aſtrology , Palmiltry , Phiſiognomy, Omens, 
Dreams, & . Uncle to Angelica, 

JEREMY. Servant to Valentine. 

TRAPLAND, AScrivener, 


Bucknan, A Lawyer. 


WOM E N. 


Ax G ELISA. Niece to Foreſight, of a conſiderable For- 


tune in her own hands. 


* 


Mrs. FRA IL. Siſter to Mrs. Foreh ght, a Woman of 
the Town. 


Miß b rut. Daughter to Foraf ght by a — Wife, 


filly, awkard, c 
Nurſe to Miſs. 
JENNY. Maid to Angelica. 
A Steward, Cflicers, Sailers, and ſeveral ſervants. 
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Valentine n his chamber reading ; ; 
Jeremy Waiting. 


Several books upon the table. 


VALENTINE. 
Eremy. | 
J Fere. Sir. 


Val. Here, take away; Ill walk a turn, an digeſt 
what I have read 
Fere. You'll grow deviliſh fat upon this paper. diet. 
[ Aſide and taking away the books. 
Val. And d'ye hear, go you to breakfaſt There's 
a page doubled down in Epitietus » that is a Fealt for 


an Emperour. 


Fere. Was Eßidtetus a real Cook, or did he only write 

Receipts ? 
Val. Read), read, Sinh; „and refine your appetite; 
learn to live upon inſtruction; feaſt your mind, and 
mortiie 


oO. 
mortifie your fleſh; read, and take your nouriſhment 
in at your eyes; ſhut up your mouth, and chew the 
cud of underiianding : So Epictetus adviſes 

Fere. O Lord ! | have heard much of him, when 
J waited upon a Gentleman at Cambrid;e: Pray what 
was that Epictetus: 

Val. A very rich Man— Not worth a groat. 

Fere. Humph, and ſo he has made a very fine Feaſt, 
where there is nothing to be eaten, 

Yo. 


Fere Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably un- 


deritand this fine feeding: But if you pleaſe, 1 had 
rather be at Board wages Does your Epierus , or 
your Seneca here, or any. of theie poor rich Rogues. 
teach you how to pay your debts without money ? Will 
they ſhut up the mouths of your Creditors ? Will Plato 
be Bail for you? Or Diogenes, becauſe he underſtands 
confinement, and liv'd ina tub, go to priion for you? 
_ *Slife , Sir, what do you mean, to mew your ſelf up 
here with three or four muſty books, in commendation 
of ſtarving and poverty? | | 
Val Why Sirrah, I have no money, you know it; 
and therefore reiolve to rail at all that have: And in 
that | bur follow the example of the wilett and wittieſt 


Mien in all Ages; theſe Poets and Philoſophers whom 


you naturally hate, for juit ſuch another reaſon ; be- 
_ eauſe they abound in ſenſe, and you are a Fool. 


Fere. Aye, Sir, lam a Fool, I know it; And yet 


Neay'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a Wit But 
I was always a Fool, when | told you what your ex- 
pences would bring you to; your Coaches and your 
Liveries; your Treats and your Balls; your being in 
love witha Lady, that did not care a farthing for you in 
your proſperity; and keeping company with Wits, that 
car'd tor nothing but your proiperity ; and now when 


+ by are poor, hate you as much at they do one ano- 


yal. 
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Val. Well; and now I am poor, I have an opportu- 


6, nity to be reveng'd on em all: I'll purſue Angelica with 
he IU more love than ever, and appear more notorioully her 

Admirer in this reſtraint, than when 1 openly rival'd 
on the rich Fops, that made court to her; ſo ſhall my po- 
* verty be a mortification to her pride, and perhaps, make 

her compaſſionate that love, which has principally re- 
a duc'd me to this lowneſs of fortune. And for the Wits, 


I'm ſure 'm in a condition to be even with them 
Fere. Nay, your condition is pretty even wirh theirs, 

that's the truth on't. a = 
12 Val. VII take ſome of their trade out of their hands. 


10 Fere. Now Heav'n of mercy continue the Tax upon 

as paper; you don't mean to write! 

ah Val. Yes, I do; I'll write a Play. 

ill Fere, Hem !=—=Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 

10 Certificate of three lines only to certifie thoſe whom 

ds it may concern, that the Bearer hereof , Jeremy Fetch 

1 ? by name, has for the ſpace of ſev'n years, truly and 

Ip faithfully ſerv'd Valentine Legend Eſq; and that he is 
on not now turn'd away for any miſdemeanour; but does 


| voluntarily diſmiſs his Maſter from any future authority 
t; over him 25 


in Val. No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me ſtill. 

t Fere. Sir, it's impoſſible -I may die with you, ſtarve 

m with you, or be damn'd with your works : But to live 

Go even three days, the life of a Play, 1 no more expect it, 

dhan to be canoniz'd for a Muſe after my deceaſe. 

ct Val You are witty, you Rogue, I iball want your 

ut help ;— I'll have you learn to make Couplets, to tag 
X the ends of Acts: d'ye hear, get the Maids to crambo 

Ur in an evening, and learn the knack of rhiming, you 

in may arrive at the height of a Song, ſent by an un- 
in known hand, or a Chocolate-houſe Lampoon. 

at Fere. But Sir, Is this the way to recover your Fa- 
en ther's favour? Why Sir Sampſon will be irreconcilable. If 
- your younger Brother ſhoy'd come from ſea, he d ne- 


ver look upon you again. You're undone, Sir; you're, 
: a | ruin'dz 


"a —— 
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the wages of fin, either 
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ruin'd; you Won't have a Friend left in the world, if 
you turn Poet Ah Pox confound that Will's Coffee- 


bouje; it has ruin'd more young Men than the Royal 


Oak lottery Nothing thrives that belongs to't. The 
Man of the houſe would have been an Alderman by 


this time, wit half the trade, if he had ſet up in the 


City — For my part, I never ſit at the door, that 1 
don't get double the ſtomach that I do at a Horſe· race. 
The air upon Banſtead Downs is nothing to it for a whet- 


ter; and I ncver ice it, but the Spirit of Famine ap- 


pears to me; ſometimes like a decay d Porter, worn 


out with pimping, and carrying Billet doux and Songs; 


not like other Porters for hire, but for the jeſts ſake. 


Now like a thin Chairman, melted down to half his 


proportion, with carrying a Poet upon tick, to viſit 

ſome great Fortune, and his fare to be paid him like 

at the day of Marriage , or 

the day of Death. 1 1 0 | 
Val. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 

Fere. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller , with a 
meagre terrify'd countenance, that looks as if he had 
written for himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn Author, 
and bring the reſt of his Brethren into the ſame con- 
dition, And laſtly, In the form ofa worn out Punk, 
with verſes in her hand , which her vanity had preferr'd 
to Settlements, without a whole tatter to her tail, but 
as ragged as one of the Mules; or as if ſhe were car 
Tying herlinnen to the paper-mill, to be converted into 
Folio Books, of warning to all young Maids, not to 


prefer Poetry to good - ſenſe; or lying in the arms of a 


needy Wit, before the embraces ot a wealthy Fool. 


4 4 Euter Scandal. 


Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth? bo 
Val. The Rogue has ( with all the wit he could muſ- 
ter up) been declaiming againſt wit. „ 
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OFF fu LOFE. 17 
Scan. Aye? Why then I'm afraid Feremy his wit: 
For where-ever it is, it's always contriving it's own 
ruine. | 

Fere. Why ſo I have been telling my Maſter, Sir: 
Mr. Scandal, for Heaven's ſake, dir, try if you can 
diſſuade him from turning Poet. 

Sean, Poet! he ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather 
depend upon the outſide of his head, than the lining. 
Why, what the Devil has not your poverty made you 
Enemies enough? Mult you needs ſhew your wit to 
get more? 

Fere Ay more indeed; for who cares for any body 
that has more wit than himſelf. ; 

Scan. Feremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee 
how worthleſs great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid 


a witty Man of ſmall fortune? Why, he looks like a 


Writ of enquiry into their Titles and Eſtates; and ſeems 
commiſſion'd by Heav'n to ſeize the better half. 

Val, Therefore I would rail in my writings, and be 
reveng'd. 

Scan, Rail? At whom? the whole world ? Impotent 
and vain! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe in a Coun- 
try where the Religion is folly ? You may ſtand at bay 


for a while; but when the full cry is againſt you, you 


ſhan'r liave fair play for your life. If you can't be fairly 
run down by the Hounds, you will be treacherouſly 
ſhot by the Huntſmen.— Mo, turn Pimp, Flatrerer , 
Quack, Lawyer, Varſon; be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, 
or Stallion to an old Woman, any thing buta Poet; a 
modern Poet is worſe, more ſervile, timorous, and 
fawning, than any 1 have nam'd: Without you could 
retrieve the ancieat honours of the Name, recall the 
Stage of Athens, and beallow'd the force of open ho- 
nelt Satire. 1 | 

Val. You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if 
your character had been lately expos'd upon the Stage 
Nay I am not violently bent upon the trade. | 


[ Ong 


| 


18 LOVE for LO E. 
[ One Knecks, ] Jeremy, ſee who's there [ Feremy goes 
to the door, ] But tell me what you would have me 
do? - What do the World ſay of me, and of my forc'd 
confinement? F | 
Scan. The World behaves it ſelf, as it uſes to do 
on ſuch occaſions; ſome pity you, and condemn your 
Father; others excuſe him, and blame you: only the 
Ladies are merciful , and wiſh you well, fince Love 


and pleaſurable expence have been your greateſt faults. 
| I Feremy returns, 


Val How now ? a 

Fere. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half 
a dozen Duns, with as much dexterity, as a hungry 
Judge do's Cauſes at dinner: time. 

Val. What anſwer have you given 'em? 

Scan, Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old receipt. 

Fere. No, faith Sir; 1 have put'em off ſo long with 
atience and forbearanee, and other fair words, that 
was forc'd now to tell em in plain downright En- 

Slim 
Fere. That they ſhould be paid, 
Val When? 
Fere. To-morrow. 
Val. And how the Devil do you mean to keep your 
word ? | | 

fere. Keep it? Not at all; it has been ſo very much 
ſtretch'd, that I reckon it will break of courſe by to- 
morrowy, and no body be ſurpriz'd at the matter 
[ Knocking ] - Again! Sir, if you don't like my nego- 
tiation , will you be pleas'd to anſwer theſe your felt. 

Val. See who they are, [ Exit. Jere. 

By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be great; 
Secretaries of State, Preſidents of the Council , and 
Generals of an Army, lead juſt ſuch a life as I do; have 
Juſt ſuch crowds of Viſitants in a morning, all ſoliciting 
of paſt promiſes; which are but a civiller ſort of Duns, 


that 


es 
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that lay claim to voluntary debts. 


Sean. And you, like a true great Man, having en- 


gaged their attendance, and promis d more than ever 


you intended to perform; are more perplex'd to find 
evaſions, than you would be to invent the honeſt 


means of keeping your word, and gratify ing _ 


Creditors. 

Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your Friends, and do not 
provoke your Encmys; this liberty of your tongde, will 
one day bring a conſinement on your body, my Friend. 


Re enter jeremy. 


Fere. O Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with two 
ſulpicious fellows like lawiul Pads, that wou'd knock 
a Man down with pocket-Tipſtaves, — And there's your 
Father's Steward, and the Nurſe with one of your Chil- 
dren from Twitnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time to 
fling my fins in my face ? Here, give her this, [ Gives 
Money. ] and bid her trouble me no more; a thought- 
leis two handed Whore, ſhe knows my condition well 
cnough, and might have overlaid the Child a fortnight 
ago, if ſhe had had any forecaſt in her. 

Scan. What is it bouncing Margery , with my Godſon? 

ere. Ves, Sir. 

Scan, My bleſſing to the Boy vith this token ( Gives 
Money.) o my love. And a'ce hear, bid Margery put 
more flocks in her bed, ſhift twice a week, and not 
work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell fo + ee 
ſhall rake the air ſhortly. 

Val Scandal, don't ſpuil my Boy's milk.— Bid Tra- 
plaud come in. It 1 can give that Cerberus a ſop, Iſhall 
be at reſt for one day. (Exit Jeremy. 
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Enter Trapland and Jeremy. 


O Mr. Trapland! my old Friend! Welcome. Jeremy, 
a chair quickly: A bottle of {ack and a toaſt fly —a 
chair firſt | 

Trap A good morning to you Mr. Valentine, and to 
you Mr. Scandal. | | 

Scan. The morning's a very good morning, if you 
don't ſpoil it. 

Val. Come fit you down, you know his way. 

Trap. here is a debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500. J. 

Sits, J o pretty long ſtanding 

Val. I cannot talk about buſineſs with a thirſty pa- 
late. irrah the Sack — | 
Tap. And I deſire to know what courſe you have 
taken for the payment? | „55 

Val. Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to ſee 
you my {ſervice to you. —fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. Tra- 
pland, fuller. | | | 

Trap. Hold, Sweet-heart.—This is not to our buſi- |} 
neſs. my ſervice to you Mr. Scandal (drinks) L have 
forborn as long — | | 
Val. Tother glaſs, and then we'll talk. Fill, Fere- 
my. | | 
Trap. No more, in truth.— have forborn , I ſay 

Val Sirrah, fill when I bid you=And how dos 
your handſom Daughter — Come a good Husband to 
her. | | ( drinks. 
Trap. Thank you have been out of this money — 

Val. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not drink? 
RS (They drink, 

Trap And in ſhort, can be put off no longer. 
Pal. I was much oblig'd to you for your ſupply: It 
did me ſignal ſervice in my neceſſity. But you delight 
in doing good — Scandal, drink to me, my Friend | 
Trapland's health; an honeſter Man lives not, nor | 

| one | 
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one more ready to ſerve his Friend in diſtreſs, tho? I 
ſay it to his face. Come fill each man his glaſs. 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a Whore. 
maſter, and loves a Wench ſtill. You never knew a 
Whoremaſter, that was, not an honeſt fellow. 

Trap, Fie, Mr Scandal, you never knew— 

Scan. What don't 1 know ?—lI know the buxom black 
Widdow in the Poultry — 800. | a year joynture, and 
20000. | money. A hah! Old Trap. | 

Val. Say you ſo, ifaith; Come we'll remember the 
Widow: I know where abouts you are: Come, to the 
Widow — 1 

Trap. No more indeed. 

Val. What, the Widows health; give it him off 
with it: [ They drink 
A lovely Girl, i'faith, black ſparkling eyes, ſoft pout- 
ing ruby. lips! better ſealing there, than a Bond ior a 
Million, hab! | | 

Trap. No, no, ther2's no ſuch thing, we'd better 
mind our buſineſs. — You're a Wag. 

Val. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's buſineſs : fill 
again. Pretty round heaving breaſts, — a Barbary 
ſhape, and a jut with her bum, would ſtir an Anchoret: 
And the prettieſt foot! Oh if a Man could but faſten 
his eyes to her feet, as they ſteal in and out, and play 
at bo-peep under her petticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland? 

Trap. Verily, give me a glaſs,—you're a Wag , 
and here's to the Widow. F drinks. 

Stan. He begins to chuckle ; ply him cloſe , or he'l 
relapſe into a Dun. | | 


Enter Officer. 


Off. By your leave, Gentlemen, Mr. Trapland, if 
we muſt do our office, tell us —-We have half a dozen 
Gentlemen to arreſt in Pall Mall and Covent Garden; 
and if we don't make haſte, the Chairmen will be 

DI | abroad, 
/ 
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abroad, and block up the Chocolate- houſes, and then 
our labour's loſt. 

Trap. dib that's true, Mr. Fler dose ] love mirth, 
but buſineſs muſt be done, are you ready o 

Fere. Sir, your Father's Steward ſays he comes to make 
Propoſals concerning your debts. 

Val. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, ſend away your 
Officer, you ſhall have an anſwer preſently. 

Trap. Mr. Snap ſtay within call, Exit Officer. 

[ Enter Steward , and whiſpers Valentine. 

Scan, Here's a Dog now, a Traytor in his Wine, 
Sirrah refund the Sack: Feremy fetch him ſome warm 
water, or I'll rip up his ſtomach, and go the ſhorteſt 
way to his Conſcience. 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivi!; I did not value 
your Sack; but you cannot expect it again, when [ 
have drank it. 

Scan. And how do you expect to have your money 
again, when a Gentleman has ſpent it? 

Val. You need ſay no more, I underſtand the con- 
_ ditions 3 are very hard , but my neceſſity is very 
preſſing ; I agree to em; take Mr. Trafland with you, 
and let him draw the Writing— Mr. Trapland, you kuow 

this Man, he ſhall ſatisfie you. 

Tap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus welling, but 
my neceſſity.— 

Val. No apology , good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be 

id. 

8 Trap. 1 hope you forgive me, my buſineſs requires- 
¶Exeunt Steward, Trap. and jere. 

Scan. He begs pardon like a Hangman at an Execu- 
tion. 

Val. But I have got a Reprieve. 

Scan. I am ſurpriz d; what do's your Father relen:? 

val No; He has . me the hardeſt conditions in 
the world: You have heard cf a Booby-Brother of mine, 
that was ſent to ſea three years 290 This Brother , 

my 
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my Father hears is landed ; wherupon he very affec- 
tionately ſends me word; It I will make a Deed of 
conveyance of my right to his Eſtate after his death, 
to my younger Brother , he will immediately furniſh 
me with tour thouſand pound to pay my debts, and 
make my fortune, 'This was once propos'd before, 
and Irefus'd it; but the preſent impatience of my Cre- 
ditors for their money , and my own impatience of 
confinement , and abſence from Angelica, force me to 
conſent. | | 

Scan. A very deſperate demonſtration of your love 
to Angelica: And I think ſhe has never given you any 
aſſurance of hers. 

Val. You know her temper ſhe never gave me any 
great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. | 

Scan. Women of her airy temper, as they ſeldom think 
before they act, ſo they rarely give us any light to 
gueſs at what they mean: But you have little reaſon 
to believe that a Woman of this age, who has had an 
indifference for you in your proſperity , will fall in love 
with your ill fortune; beſides, Angelica has a great 
fortune of her own; and great Fortunes either expect 
another great fortune, ora Fool. . 


Enter Jeremy. 


Fere. More misfortunes, Sir. 

Val. What, another Dun? N | 
Fere No Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon 
Ou, 

r Pal. Well, I can't help it, - you muſt bring him up; 
He knows I doa't go abroad. [ Exit Jeremy, 

Scan Pox on him, I'll be gone. DE 

Val. No, prithee, ſtay : Tattle and you ſhould never 
be aſunder; you are light and ſhadow, and ſhew one 
another; he is perfectly thy reverſe both in humour 
and underſtanding ; and as you ſet up for defamation, 
he is a mender of reputations. B 4 Scan. 


— SC EIny 


reputation of others very tenderly. ; 


TFT . 

Scan. A mender of reputations! aye, juſt as he is a 
keeper of ſecrets, another vertue that he ſets up for 
in the ſame manner. For the Rogue vill ſpeak aloud 
in the poſture of a whiſper ; and deny a Womans name, 


While he gives you the marks of her perſon : he will ſor- 


{wear receiving a letter from her, and at the ſame time, 
ſhew you her BOY in the ſuperſcription: And yet per- 
haps he has counterfeited the hind too; and ſworn to 
a truth; but he hopes not to be belicy'd; and refuſes 
the reputation of a Ladies favour , as a Doctor ſays, 
No, to a Biſhoprick, only that it may be granted 
him — In ſhort, he is a publick profeſſor of ſecreſie, 
and makes proclamation that he holds private intelli- 
gence—He's here. | 
Enter Tattle. 5 
Tati. Valentine good morrow , Scandal J am yours. 
that is, when you ſpeak well of me. 
Scan. That is, when I am yours; for while I am 
my own, or any body's elſe, that will never happen, 
Tatt. How inhumane ! | 4 | 
Val. Why Tattle , you need not be much concern'd 
at any thing that he ſays: For to converſe with Scan- 


dal, is to play at Loſing Loadum ; you mult loſe a good 


Name to him, before you can win it for your {c}F. 
Tatt. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortu- 
nate for him, that the World ſhall think the better of 


any perſon for his calumniation! I thank Heav'n , it 
has always been a part of my character, to handle the 


Scan. Aye, ſuch rotten reputations as you have to dea 


with, are to be handl'd tenderly indeed. | 
Tatt. Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould you fay 
rotten, when you know not the perſons of whom you 


ſpeak ? How cruel that is ? 
Scan. Not know'em ? Why, thou never hadſt to do 


with 
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with any 1 that did not ſtink to all the Town. 
Tatt. Ba, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jeſt of it 
indeed; for there is nothing more known , than that 
no body knows any thing of that nature of me: As I 
hope to be ſav'd, Valentine, I never exposda Woman, 
ſince I knew what Woman was. | 
Val. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral ? 
Tait. To be free with you, I have=l don't care if 
I own that — Nay more ( 'm going to ſay a bold word 
now) I never could meddle with a Woman that had 
to do with any body elſe. - 
Scan. How ! | | | 
Val. Nay faith, I'm apt to believe him Except her 


S Husband, Tartle. 


Tatt. Oh that 

Scan. What think you of that noble Commoner , Mrs, 
mr | CELDT 

Tatt. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her brags 
in three or four places, that I faid this and that, and 
writ to her, and did I know not what - But, upon 
my reputation, ſhe did me wrong Well, well, that 
was malice - But I know the bottom of it. She was 
brib'd to that by one that we all know—A Man too. 
Only to bring me into diſgrace with a certain Woman 
of quality 

Scan Whom we all know. | 

Tatt. No matter for that Ves, yes, every body knows.- 
No doubt on't, every body knows my ſecrets - But 1 
ſoon ſatisfy'd the Lady of my innocence ; for 1 told 
her Madam, faysI, there are ſome perſons who make 
it their buſineſs to tell ſtories, and ſay this and that of 
one and Yother, and every thing in the world; and, 
fays I, if your Grace — 
Scan. Grace! | 

Tatt, O Lord, what have J ſaid ? my unlucky 
tongue ! | 
. ba, Ba. . 
| Bs Scan. 
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Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haſt more impudence than 


one can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an eſteem for 


thee, well, and ha, ha, ha! well, go on, and what 
did you ſay to her Grace? 

val. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 

Tatt. Not a word as I hope to be ſav'd; an errant 
lapſus lingus Come, let's talk of ſomething elle. 
Val. Well, but how did you acquit your ſelf? 

Tait. Poon, pooh, nothing at all, I only rall)'d 


with you-—a Woman of ord'nary rank was a little jea- 


lous of me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith--- 
I know not what Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 

RR 8 | ¶ Hums a Song. 
Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we 


; | ſhould enquire, 


 Tatt. Valentine, I ſupp'd laſt night with your miſt- 


reſs, and her Unkle old Foreſight: I think your Father 
lies at Foreſight s. 1 


Pal. Yes. 
Jatt. Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman — 


And lo is Mrs. Foreſight, and her Siſter Mrs. Frail. 


Scan. Ves, Mrs, Frail is a very fine Woman, we 
all know her, Xt - 
Tatt. Oh that is not fair, 
Scan. What? = 
Tatt. Torell. | | 
Scan. To tell what? Why, what do you know of 


| Mrs Frail? 


Tait Who I? Upon Honour I don't know whether 


' ſhe be Man or Woman; but by the ſmoothneſs of her 
chin, and roundneſs of her lips. 


Stan. No? 

Tatt. No. 

Scan. She fays otherwiſe. 

Tatt. Impoſſible! - _- 

Sean, Yes Faith. Ask Valentine elſe. | ; 

Tait Why then, as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe a 
| | 1 Woman 


nt 
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woman only obliges a man to ſecreſie, that ſhe may 
have the pleaſure of telling her ſelf. | 

Scan. No doubton 't. Well, but has ſhe done you 
wrong, or no? You have had her? Ha? 

Tatt. Tho' I have more honour than to tell firſt; I 
have more manners than to contradict what a Lady has 
declar'd. : 

Scan. Well, you own it ? 

Tatt. lam ſtrangely ſurpriz'd ! yes, yes, I can't deny't, 
if ſhe taxes me with it. Tres. 

Scan. She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentine 
every morning. | 

Tatt. How ! | | 

Val. She does me the favour-----.-I mean of a viſit 
ſometimes. I did not think ſhe had granted more to 
any body. | 

Scan. Nor I faith---But Tattle does not uſe to bely a 


Lady; it is contrary to his Character---How one may 


be deceivd in a Woman, Valentine! 
Tatt. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? 
Scan. l'm reſolv'd Pll ask her. | 
' Tatt O barbarous! why did you not tell me-.-? 
Scan. No, you told us. | 
 Tatt. And bid me ask Valentine! 
Val. What did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me to 
2 an anſwer, when you never ask'd me the quo 
ion. 
Tait. But, Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhumane 
proceeding--- | | 
Val. Nay , if you have known Scandal thus long, 
and cannot avoid ſuch a palpable decoy as this was ; 
the Ladies have a fine time, whoſe reputations are in 


your keeping. 5 


Enter 
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Enter Jeremy. 


Jere Sir, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know if you are 


ſtirring. | 


Val Shew her up, when ſhe comes. [ Exit jere. 


Tate. Vii be gone. 

Val. You'll meet her. 
- Tate. Is there not a back way? ; 

Val. If there were, you hive more diſcretion, than 


to give Scandal ſuch an advantage: why , your run- 


ning away will prove all that he can tell her. 


Tatt. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous.-— O, 


IT ſhall loſe my reputation of ſecreſie for ever ---I ſhall 
never be receiv'd but upon publick days; and my viſits 
will never be admitted beyond a drawing-room : [I ſhall 
never ſee a bed chamber again, never be lock't in a 
cloſet, nor run behind a ſcreen , or under a table; ne- 
ver be diſtinguiſnd among the Waiting-women by the 
name of truſty Mr, Tattle more—You will not be ſo 
cruel? | 5 5 BY z: 

Val. Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any 
conditions, | 8 er 

Tatt. Any, any terms. 

Scan. Come then, ſacrifice hilf a dozen Women of 
good reputation to me preſently---Come , where are 
you familizr----And ſez that they are Women of qua- 
lity too, the firſt Quality. | | | 

Tate. Tis very hard---Won't a Baronet's Lady pals? 

- Scan. No nothing under a Right Honourable. 

- Tate. O inhumane! You don't expect their Names, 
Scan, No, their Titles ſhall ſerve. - | 
Tatt Alas, that's the ſame thing: Pray ſpare me their. 

Titles; I'll deſcribe their perſons. - 


Sean Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are 
; fo ill a Painter, that I cannot know the perſon by your 
picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other 
1 | | bad 


bad 


n. 
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bad Painters, to write the name at the bottom. 
Tatt. Well, firſt then - 


Enter Mrs. Frail. 


O unfortunate ! ſhe's come already; will you have pa- 
tience till another time I'll double the number. 
Scan. Well, on that condition Take heed you don't 
fail me. | | 
Mrs. Frail. I ſhall get a fine reputation bycoming to ſce 
Fellows in a morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you here 
too !Oh Mr. Tattle, every thing is ſafe with you, we know. 
Scan. Tattle. | | 
Tatt. Mum---O Madam, you do me too much ho- 
nour. | | 
Val. Well Lady galloper, how does Angelica? 
Frail. Angelica? Manners! | - 
Val. What you will allow an abſent Lover---. 
Frail. No, I'll allow a Lover preſent with his Miſtreſs 
to be. particular---But otherwiſe I think his paſſion ought 
to give place to his manners. 
Val. But what if he have more paſſion than manners ? 
Frail, Then let him marry and reform. 
Val. Marriage indeed may qualifie the fury of his 


paſſion, but it very rarely mends a Man's manners. 


Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the world; there 


is no creature perfectly civil, but a Husband. For in 


a little time he grows only rude to his Wife, and that 
is the higheſt good-breeding , for it begets his civility 
to other people. Well, Pl! tell you News; but I ſup- 
poſe you hear your Brother Benjamin is landed. And 
my Brother Foreſight's Daughter is come out of the 
country—l aſſure you there's a match talk'd of by 
the old People—Well, if he be but as great a Sea beaſt, 
as ſhe is a Land-Monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphi- 
bious breed The progeny will be all Otters: he has 
been bred at ſea, and ſhe has neyer been out of the 


country. + Val. 
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Val. Pox take em, their conjunction bodes me no 
good, l'm ſure. | | 
Frail. Now you talk of conjunction, my Brother 
Foreſight has caſt both their Nativities, and prognoſti- 
cates an Admiral and an eminent Juſtice of the peace 
to be the iſſue-male of their two bodies. Tis the moſt 
ſuperſtitious old Fool! He would have perſuaded me, 
that this was an unlucky day, and wou'd not let me 
come abroad: But I invented a dream, and {ſent him 
to Artimedorus for interpretation, and fo ftole out to 
ſee you. Well, and what will you give me now? 
Come, I muſt have ſomething. | 

yal. Step into the next room and I'll give you ſome- 
thing. 

Scan, Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 

Frail. Well, what will you all give me? 

Val. Mine's a ſecret. | 
Frail. Ithought you would give me ſomething , that 
would be a trouble to you to keep. | | 

Val. And Scandal ſhall give you a good name. 

Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf. And 
what will you give me, Mr. Tattle? 

Tatt. 1? My ſoul, Madam. 
Frail, Pooh, No I thank you. I have enough to do 
to take care of my own, Well; but Il come and 
ſee you one of theſe mornings: Ihear you have a great 
many Pictures. . 

Tatt. | have a pretty good collection at your Service; 
ſome Originals. "nh Os 

Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seaſons and 
the twelve Cæſars, paultry copies; and the jive Senſes, 
as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf: And he him- 
{elf is the only original you will ſee there. 

Frail. Ay, but 1 hear he has a cloſet of a Beauties. 

Scan Yes, all that have done him favours, if you 
will believe him. hs 


Frail, 
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as 


— 
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Frail. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tatcle. 

Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are ſacred to love and con- 
templation. No Man but the Painter and my ſelf was 
ever bleit with the ſight, =. 

Frail. Well, but a Woman — | 

Tait. Nor Woman, till ſhe conſented to have her 


Picture there too for then ſhe is obliged to keep the 


ſecret. | | 

Scan. No, no; come to me if you wou'd ſee Pi- 
ctures. | ns : | 
Frail. You? | 


Scan. Yes Faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture, 
and moſt of your acquaintance, to the life, and as like 
as at Ruellers. | | 

Frail. O lying creature—Valentin?, docs not he lye ? 
I can't believe a word he ſays. | 

Val No indeed, he ſpeaks truth now: For as Taztle 
has Pictures of all that have granted him favours, he 
has the Pictures of all that have refus'd him: If Satyrs, 
Deſcriptions, Characters and Lampoons are Pictures. 

Scan. Yes, mine are molt in black and white--- And 
yet there are ſome ſet out in their true colours, both 
Men and Women. I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Aﬀec- 
tation, Wantonneſs, Inconſtancy, Covetouineſs , Diſ- 
ſimulation , Malice, and Ignorance, all in one piece. 
Then I can ſhew you Lying, Foppery , Vanity, Co- 
wardiſe, Bragging, Lechery, Impotence and Uglineſs 
in another piece; and yet one of theſe is a celebrated 
Beauty , and tother a profeſt Beau. 1 have Paintings 
too, ſome pleaſant enough. 

Frail. Come, let's hear'em. 

Scan. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, cupping 
for a complexion, and ſweating for a ſhape. 

Frail. So. FE es 

Sean. Then I have a Lady burning brandy in a cellar 
with a Hackney-Coachman. i 

Frail. O Devil! Well, but that ſtory is not true. 

| | Scan. 


32 TOS = TOE 7 
Scan. I have ſome Hieroglyphicks too; I have x 
Lawyer with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one 
face; a Divin with two faces, and one head; and 1 
have a Soldier with his brains ia his belly, and his heart 
where his head ſhou'd be. 57 
Frail. And no head? 
Scan. No head. VEE | 
Frail. Pooh, this is all invention. Have you ne'er a 
Poet: | 3 $7 
Scan. Yes, I have a Poet weighing words, and 
ſelling praiſe for praiſe, and a Critick picking his poc- 
ker, I have another large piece too, repreſenting a 
ſchool; where there are huge proportion'd Criticks 
with long wigs , lac'd coats, Sreinkirk cravats, and 
terrible faces; with cat-calls in their hands, and horn- 
books about their necks. I have many more of this 
kind, very well painted, as you ſhall ſee. 
Frail.. Well, I'll come if it be only to diſprove you. 


ee Wo OO _ 


Enter Jeremy. 
Fere. Sir, here's the Steward again from your Fa- 
ther, | | 
Val. I'll come to him—will you give me leave? I'll 
wait on you again preſently. | 
Frail No, I'll be gone, Come, who, ſquires me 
to the Exchange? I mult call my Siſter Foreſight there. 
Scan. I will; I have a mind to your Siſter. 
Frail. Civil: | 
Tatt. I will ; becauſe I havea tender for your Lady- 
A 8 | 
Frail That's ſomewhat the better reaſon, to my 
opinion. : | | 
Scan. Well, if Tatile entertains you, I have the bet- 
ter opportunity to engage your Sitter. 
Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard con- 
ditions to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her: 
| . | ; Scan. 


bu 


| 
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Scan. I'll give an account of you, and your procee- 
dings. If indiſcretion be a ſign of love, you are the 
moſt a Lover of any body that know : you fancy that 
parting with your Eſtate will help you to your Mi- 
ſtreſs In my mind he is a thoughtleſs Adventurer, 
Who hopes to purchaſe wealth, by ſelling land, 
Or win a Miſtreſs, with a loſing hand. [| Exeunt. 


= \4 
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SCENE Tt. 


) 


A Room in Foreſight's Houſe. 
Foreſight & Servant. 


: FORESIGHT, 

HY day! What are all the Women of my Family 
abroad? Is not my Wite come home? Nor my 

Silter, nor my Daughter? 

Serv. No, Sir. OE | | 

Fore, Mercy on us, what can be the meaning offit ? 
Sure the Moon i: in all her fortitudes! Is my Neice 
Angelica at home ? a ry, 

Serv, Ves, Sir. | 

Fore. I believe you lie, Sir. 

Serv. Sir? 


| Few. 1 ſay you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any 


thing ſhould be as I would have it; for I was born, 
Sir, when the Crab was aſcending, and all my affairs 
go backward, . 

| C Sevr. 


34 LOVE for LO E. 
Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 

Pore. No, I know you can't, Sir: But I can tell, 
Sir, and foretell, vir. 3 | [ Enter Nurſe, 
Nurſe , Where's your young Miſtreſs ? ; 

Nurſe, Wee'ſt heart, I know not, they're none of 
'em come home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's fond 
o'ſeeing the Town, - Marry, pray Heav'n they ha gi- 


ven her any dinner - Good lac a day! ha, ha, ha, 0 


ſtrange; III vaw and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, Marry 
and did you ever ſee the like? 

Fore. Why how now, what's the matter? 

Nurſe. Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good luck, 
Marry and amen with all my heart, for you have put 
on one ſtocking with the wrong fide outward, 

Fore. Ha, how ? Faith and troth I'm glad of it, and 
ſo I have; that may be good luck in troth, in troth it 
may, very good luck: Nay, I have had ſome Omens; 
I got out of bed backwards too this morning, with- 
out premeditation ; pretty good that too: but then J 
ſtumbl'd coming down ſtairs, and met a Weaſel; bad 
Omens thoſe: tome bad, ſome good, our lives are 
checquer d, mirth and ſorrow, want and plenty, night 
and day, makeup our time — But in troth I am pleas'd 
at my ſtocking. Very well pleas d at my ſtocking 
Oh here's my Neice ! = . | 


Enter Angelica. 


Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend Il. wait on him, 
if he's at leiſure - tis now three a clock, a very good 
hour for buſineſs, Mercury governs this hour. 

1 Exit Servant. 
Ang. Is not it a good hour for pleaſure too? Uncle, 
pray lend me your Coach, mine's out of order. 

Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all 
Females are mad to day lt is of evil portent , & 1 17 
: 1 2 miſ- 


n 
a 


it. 
cle, 
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miſchief to the Maſter of a Family — I remember 
an old Propheſie written by Meſſehalah the Arabian, 
and thus tranſlated by a Reverend Buckingharhſhire Bard 


When Houſe wifes all the Youſe forſake / 
And leave Goodman to brew and bake/ / 
Withouten guile / then be it ſaid / | 
That Youſe doth ſtond upon its head; 

And when the head is ſet in grond / 
Ne marl / if it be fruitful fond. 


Fruitful, the head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the 
fruit of the head is Horns. Dear Neice, ſtay at home-- 
For by the head of the houſe is meant the Husband; 
the Prophecy needs no explanation. 

Ang. Well, but I can neither make you a Cuckold, 
Uncle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you from being 
one, by ſtaying at home. ö 

Fore. Ves, yes; while there's one Woman left, the 
Propheſie is not in full force. | 

Ang. But my inclinations are in force, I have a mind 
to go abroad; and if you won't lend me your Coach, 
Pl take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave you to erect 
a Scheme, and find who's in conjunction with your 
Wife. Why don't you keep her at home, if you re 
jealous when ſhe's abroad ? You know my Aunt is a 
little retrograde ( as you call it ) in her nature. Uncle, 
I'm afraid you are not Lord of the Aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 

Fore. Well, Jill. flirt, you are very pert---and always 
ridiculing that celeſtial Science. 

Ang Nay Uncle, don't be angry----If you are, I'll 
rip up all your falſe Propheſies, ridiculous Dreams, 


and idle Divinations. I'll ſwear you are a nuſance to 


the Neighborhood-.-- What a buſtle did you keep 
againſt the laſt inviſible Eclipſe, laying in proviſion as 
twere for a Siege? What a world of fire and candle, 
matches and tinder boxes did you purchaſe ! One would 

5 n N C 2 have 
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have thought we were ever after to live under ground; 
or at leaſt making a voyage to Greenland, to inhabit 
there all the dark ſeaſon. 

Fore. Why, you malapert Slut--. 

Ang. Will you lend me your Coach, or I'll go on--- 
Nay , I'll declare how you prophecy'd Popery was co- 
ming, only becauſe the Butler had miſlaid ſome of 
the Apoſtle's ſpoons, and thought they were loſt. Away 
went Religion and ſpoon-meat together. Indeed, 
Uncle, I'll indite you for a Wizard 

Fore How Huſlic!was there ever ſuch a provoking minx? 

Nurſe O merciful Father, how ſhe talks! | 

Ang. Yes, I can make Oath of your unlawful mid- 
night practices; you and the old Nurſe there 

Nurſe. Marry Heav'n defend----I at midnight practi- 
ces----O Lord, what's here to do?. I in unlawtul 
doings with my Maſters Worſhip--.Why, did you ever 
hear the like now---Sir , did ever I do any thing of 
your midnight concerns--- but warm your bed, and 
tuck you up, and ſet the candle, and your tobacco» 
box, and your urinal by you, and now and then rub 
the ſoles of your feet ?-.--O Lord, 1! 

Ang. Yes, Iſaw you together, through the key-hole 
of the Cloſet, one night, like Saul and the Witch of 
Endor, turning the ſieve and ſheers, and pricking your 
thumbs, to write poor innocent Servants names in 
blood, about a little nutmeg grater, which ſhe had 
forgot i in the Caudle-cup-- ---Nay, 1 know ſomething 
worſe, if I would ſpeak of it---- 

Fore. I defie you, Huſſie; but Vl! remember this, 


IIl be reveng'd on you Cockatrice ; ; I'll hamper you--- 


You have your Fortune in your own hands-- But I'll find a 
way to make your Lover, your prodigal ſpendthrift 
Gallant, Valentine, pay for all, I will. 

Ang. Will 4 5 ? L care not, but all ſhall out then. 


—— — 


an other 


ſhape of a Tabby. Cat, by turns, I can. | 
Nurſe. A teat, a teat, I an unnatura! teat! O the 

falſe ſlanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any 

thing but like another Chriſtian, [ crying] or any 


teats, but two that han't given ſuck this thirty years. 


Fore. I will have patience , fince it is the will of the 
Stars I ſhould be thus tormented--- This is the effect 
ot the malicious Conjunctions and Oppoſitions in the 
third houſe of my Nativity ; there the curſe of Kin- 
dred was foretold---But 1 will have my doors lock d 
up- PII puniſh you, not a Man ſhall enter my houſe. 

Ang. Do Uncle, lock em up quickly before my Aunt 
come home--. You'll have a Letter for Alimony to 
morrow morning---But let me be gone firſt, and then 
let no Mankind come near the houſe, but converſe 
with Spirits and the Celeſtial Signs, the Bull , and the 
Ram , and the Goat. Bleſs me ! there are a great many 


hora'd Beaſts among the twelve Signs, Uncle. But 


Cuckolds go to Heav'n. 


Fore. But there's but one Virgin among the twelve 


Signs, Spitfire; but one Virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had 
had to with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. That 
makes my Aunt go abroad. 

Fore. How? how? is that the reaſon ? Come, you 
know ſomething ; tell me, and TI! forgive you; do, 
good Neice Come, you ſhall have my Coach and 
Horſes---Faith and Troth you ſhall. Does my Wiie 


complain Come, I know Women tell one another--- 


She is young and ſanguine, has a. wanton hazle eye. 


and was born under Gemini, Which may incline her 


to ſociety : ſhe has a Mole upon her lip, with a moiſt 
palm, and an open liberality on the Mount o Venus. 
me. 3, ha, ha - Es 
Fore. Do you laugh ?---Well Gentlewoman, I'll - 
But come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your poor 
C3 Uncle 
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another; and that you ſuckle a young Devil in th 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


38 LOVE for LOVE. 
Uncle, tell me---won't you ſpeak? Odd III 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon 
ome © 
Ang. Good bu'y Uncle Call me a Chair — I'll find 
out my Aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come home. 
| | [Exit Angelica and Servant. 
Fore. I'm ſo perplex'd and vex'd , I am not fit to re- 
ceive him. I {hall ſcarce recover my ſelf before the 
hour be paſt: Go Nurſe, tell Sir Sampſon Im ready to 
wait on him. | 
Nurſe. Yes, Sir. N Exit. 
Fore. Well - Why. if I was born to be a Cuckold, 
there's no more to be ſaid he's here already — 


Enter Sir Sampſon Legend with a Paper. 5 


Sir Samp Nor no more to be done, Old Boy; that's 
plain — here tis, I have it in my hand, Old Prolomee; 
Ill make the ungracious Prodigal know who begat 
him; I will, old Noſtradamus. What, I warrant my 
Son thought nothing belong'd to a Father, but for- 
giveneſs and affection; no authority, no correction, 
no arbitrary power; nothing to be done, but for him 


as my Son Benjamin is arriv'd, he is to make over 
to him his right of Inheritance. Where's my Daugh- 
ter that is to be—=hah! old Merlin! body o' me, I'm 
ſo glad I'm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue. 

Fore. Odſo, let me ſee; Let me ſee the Paper — Ay, 
faith and troth, here tis, if it will but hold. -I wiſh 
things were done; And the Conveyance made — When 

1 was 


= 


to offend, and me to pardon. I warrant you, if he 
danc'd till Doomſday, he thought I was to pay the 
Piper. Well, but here it is under black and white, 
Signatum, Sigillatum, and Deliberatum ; that as ſoon 
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was this ſign'd, what hour? Ods ſo, you ſhould have 
conſulted me for the time. Well, but we'll make 
haſte = | 

Sir Samp Haſte, ay, ay, haſte enough; my Son 
Ben will be in Town to. night I have order'd my 
Lawyer to draw up Wruings of ſettlement and joyn- 
ture —All ſhall be done to. night No matter for the 
time; prithee, Brother Foreſight, leave Superſtition — 
Pox o'th' time; there's no time bur the time preſent ; 
there's no more to be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that 
is to come will happen. If the Sun ſhine by day, 
and the Stars by night, why , we ſhall know one ano- 
ther's faces without the help of a Candle, and that's 
all the Stars are good for, 2 

Fore. How , how ? Sir Sampſon, that all ? Give me 
leave to contradict you, and tell you, you are igno- 
rant. 

Sir Samp. I tell you I am wiſe; and ſapiens domi- 
nabitur aſtris; there's Latin for you to prove it, and 
an argument to confound your Ephemeris=Ignorant ! — 
] tell you, I have travel'd old Fircu, and know the 
Globe. I have ſeen the Antipodes , where the Sun riſes 
at midnight, and ſets at noon-day. | 

Fore. But I tell you, 1 have travell'd, and travelbd 
in the cceleſtial Spheres ; know the Signs and the Pla- 
ne's, and their houſes; can judge of motions direct 
and retrograde, of Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines and Op- 
poſutions , fiery Trigons and aquatical Trigons : Know | 
whether lite ſhall be long or ſhort, happy or unhappy ; 
whether Diſeaſes are cureable or incureable. If Jour- 
neys ſhall be proſperous, Undertakings ſucceſsful ; or 
Goods ſtoll'n recover'd. 1 know 

Sir Samp. I know the length of the Emperour of 
China's foot; have kiſs d the Great Mogul's flipper, and 
rid a hunting upon an Elephant with the Cham of 
Tartary - Body of me, 1 have made a Cuckold of a 


King, and the preſent Majeſty of Bantam is the iſſue 
ot theſe loyns, C 4 Fore. 
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Fore. I know when Travellers lie or ſpeak truth, 
when they don't know it themſelves. 


Sir Samp. have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuc- 


kold in the twinkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conju- 
rer, that cou'd not keep the Devil out of his Wives 
Circle. 5 

Fore What does he twit me with my Wife too, I 
mult be better inform'd of this Aſide Do you 
mean my Wife, Sir Sampſon? I ho! you made a Cuc- 
kold of the King of Bantam, yct by the body of the 
SUN — | | 

Sir Samp. By the horns of the Moon, you wou'd 
ſay , Brother Capricorn 

Fore. Capricorn in your teeth, thou Modern Man- 
devill ; Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a Type of thee, 
thou Lyar of the firſt magnitude. Take back your pa- 
per! of inheritance ; ſend your Son to ſea again. 1'll 
wed my Daughter to an Egyptian Mummy, e're ſhe 
ſhall incorporate with a Contemner of Sciences, and 
a defamer of Vertue 

dir Samp Body of me, I have gone too far?—l 
muſt not provoke honeſt Albumazar—an gyptian Mum- 
my is an Illuſtrious Creature, my trutty Hierogly- 
pcs and may have ſignifications of futurity about 
im; Odsbud, | wou'd my Son were an Egyptian 
Mummy for thy ſake, What, thou art not angry for 
a a jeſt, my good Haly—] reverence the Sun, Moon 
and Stars with all my heart — What, I'll make thee 
a preſent of a Mummy : Now I think on't, Body of 
me, I have a ſhoulder of an Egyptian King, that I 
purloyn'd from one of the Pyramids, powder'd with 
Hieroglyphicks, thou ſhalt have it brought home to 
thy Houſe, and make an Entertainment for all the 
Philomaths , and Students in Phyſick and Aſtrology in 
and about London. | | 

Fore. But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Samp- 


ſon ? 
Sir 


. mote 
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Sir Samp. Thy Wife is a Conſtellatior of Vertues 
ſhe's the Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon ; 
Nay , ſhe is more illuſtriou, than the Moon; for ſhe: 
has her Chaſtity without her lnconſtancy. *S'bud | was 
but in jeſt. | | 


Enter Jeremy. 


How now, who ſent for you? Ha! what wou'd you 
have ? 

Fore Nay , if you were but in jeſt, — Who's that 
Fellow? 1 don't like his Phyfiognomy. 

Sir Samp. My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son 
Benjamin, hoh? | | 

Fere. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Maſter, —'tis the 
firſt time he has been abroad ſince his coutinement , 
and he comes to pay his duty to you. 

Sir Samp. Well, Sir. 


Enter Valentine. 


ere He is here, Sir. 

Val Your Bleſſing, Sir 

Sir Samp. You've had it already, Sir; Ithink | ſenr 
it you to day in a Bill of four thouſand Pound: A great 
deal of money, Brother Foreſezbr. 

Fore Aye indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deaſof mo- 
ney for a young Man; I wonder what he can do with 
It! | 

Sir Samp. Body o' me, ſo do I, —Heark ye, Valen- 


tine, if there is too much, refund the ſuperfluity ; dot 


hear Boy? 

Val. Superfluity , Sir, it will ſcarce pay my debts, 
I hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige 
me to thole hard conditions, which my neceſſity 
ſign'd to. | 

Sir Samp. Sir, how I beſcech you, what were you 

| G4 pieas'd 
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pleas d to intimate, concerning indulgence ? 
Val. Why, Sir that you wou'd not go to the ex- 
tremity of the conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from 
{ome part. | ö 
Sir Samp Oh Sir, I underſtand you, —that's all, ha? 
Val, Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to ask — But what 


you, out of Fatherly fondneſs, will be pleas d to add, 
ſhall be doubly welcome. 


Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your fi- 


lial Piety, and my Fatherly fondneſs wou'd fit like 
two Tallies — Here's a Rogue, Brother Foreſig ht. 
makes a Bargain under hand & ſeal in the morning, 
and would bereleas'd from it in the afternoon ; here's 
a Rogue, Dog, here's Conſcience and Honeſty ; this 
is your Wit now, this is the morality of your Wits ! 
| You are a Wit, and have been a Beau, and may be a 
— Why Sirrah, is it not here under hand & ſeal— 
can you deny it? 
 _ Fal.. Sir, I don't deny it.— | 
Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'l be hang'd ; I ſhall live to 
ſee you go up Holborn- Hill. Has he not a Rogues face? 
Speak, Brother, you underſtand Phyſiognomy; a hang. 
ing look to me ;—of all my Boys the moit unlike 


me; a has a damn'd Tybur; face, without the benefit 


o' the Clergy. 

Fore. Hum—truly I don't care to diſcourage a young 
Man —he has a violent death in his face; but l hope no 
danger of hanging. 

Val. Sir, is this uſage for your Son ?—for that old, 
Weather headed fool, I know how to laugh at him; 
but you, Sir— | 

Sir Samp. You Sir; and you Sir: — Why, whoare 
you Sir? | 

Fal. Your Son Sir. ” 

Sir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and I be- 
lieve not. „ 

ral. Faith, I hope not. 


Sir 


* — 
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Sir Samp. What, wou'd you have your Mother a 
Whore! Did you ever hear the like ! Did you ever hear 
the like / Body o' me po | 

Val. | would have an excuſe for your barbarity and - 
unnatural uſage. | 

Sir Samp Excuſe! Impudence ! why Sirrah, mayn't 
1 do what I pleaſe ? Are not you my Slave? Did not 
] beget you? And might not I have choſen whether 
I would have begot you or no? Ouns who are you? 
Whence came you ? What brought you into the World ? 
How came you here, Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon 
thoſe two legs, and look erect with that audacious 
face, hah ! Anſwer me that? Did you come a Vo- 
luntier into the world? Or did 1 beat up for you with 
the lawful authority of a Parent, and preſs you to the 
ſervice ? : 

Val. J know no more why I came, than you do 
why you call'd me: But here I am, and if you don't 
mean to provide for me, I deſire you wou'd leave me 
as you found me. 

Sir. Samp. With all my heart: Come, uncaſe, ſtrip , 
and go naked out of the world as you came into't. 

Val. My cloaths are ſoon put off: But you muſt al- 
ſo deprive me of Reaſon, thought, paſſions, inclina- 
tions, affeCtions, appetites, ſenſes, and the huge train 
of attendants that you begot along with me. 

Sir. Samp. Body o' me, what a many headed Monſter | 
have I propagated ? | | 

val. lam of my ſelf, a plain eafie ſimple creature; 
and to be kept at ſmall expence; but the retinue that 
you gave me are craving and invincible; they are ſo 
many Devils that you have rais'd , and will have employ- 
ment. D 

Sir Samp. Oons, what had I to do to get Children. 
can't a private man be born without all theſe followers:— 
Why nothing under an Emperour ſhould be born with 
appetites ,— Why at this rate a fellow that has but a 


groat 


} 
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groat in his pocket, may have a ſtomach capable of a ten 


Shilling Ordinary 


Fere. Nay, that's as clear as the Sun, I'll make oath 
of it before any Juſtice in Middleſex. | 

Sir Samp. Here's a Cormorant too ,. *S heart this 
fellow was not born with you? 1 did not beget him, 
GIL Pain | | 

Fere. By the proviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too: Nay and to tell your Worſhip 
another truth, I believe you did, for I find I was born 
with thoſe ſame whoreſon appetites too, that my Maſter 
ſpeaks of. | 

Sir Samp. Why look you there now ,,— Vil main- 
tain it , that by the rule of right reaſon , this fellow 
ought to have been born without a palate — S'heart, 


What ſhou'd he do with a diſtinguiſhing taſte ?— 1 war- 


rant now he'd rather eat a Pheaſant, than a piece of poor 
John: and a ſmellnow, why I warrant he can ſmell, 
and loves perfumes above a ſtink.— Why there's it; and 
Muſick, don't you love Muſick Scoundrell ? 

Fere. Yes, I have a rcaſonable good ear, Sir, as to 
Jiggs and Country Dances, and the like; I don't much 


matter your Sola's or Sonatas, they give me the ſpleen. 


Sir Samp. The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound 
you---Sola's and Sonata's? Oons whole Son are you? 
how were you engendred, Muckworm ? 

Fere. 1 am by my Father, the Son ofa Chair- man, 
my Mother ſold Oyſters in winter, and Cucumbers in 
ſummer; and I came up ſtairs into the World; for J 
Was born in a Cellar. | 

Fore. By your looks, you ſhou'd go up ſtairs out of 
the-world too, Friend. - 

Sir Samp. And if this Rogue were anatomiz'd now, 
and diſſected, he has his Veſſels of digeſtion and con- 
coRion, and ſo forth, large enough for the inſide of 
a Cardinal, this Son of a Cucumber.----Theſe things 
are unaccountable and unreaſonable ,-Pody. of 3 

ny 


why was not I a Bear? that my Cubs might have liv'd 


upon ſucking their paws; Nature has been provident 
only to Bears and Spiders; the one has its nutriment 


in his own hands; and t'other ſpins his habitation out 


of his entrails. 

yal. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 
neceſſities of my nature; if I had my right of inheri- 
tance. | 

Sir Samp. Again! Ouns han't you four thouſand 
Pound----If I had it again, I wou'd not give thee a 
groat,— What would'it thou have me turn Pelican, 
and feed thee out of my own vitals ?—"Sheart, live 
by your wits, You were always fond of the Wits, 
Now let's ſee, it you have wit enough to keep your 
ſelf ?—Your Brother will be in Town to-night, or to- 
morrow morning, and then look you perform cove- 
nants, and ſo your Friend and Serrant. Come Brother 
Foreſight. | 
i [ Exeunt Sir Samp, and Foreſight. 
Fere, I told you what your viſit wou'd come to. 
Val. Tis as much as I expected -I did not come to 


ſee him, I came to Angelica; but ſince ſhe was gone 


abroad, it was eaſily turn d another way; and at leaſt 
look'd well on my ſide. What's here? Mrs. Foreſight 
and Mrs. Frail, they are earneſt —l'l] avoid em 
Come this way, and go and enquire when Angelica 
will return. 


Enter Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 


Mrs Frail. What have you to do to watch me? 
'S'life I'll do what I pleaſe. 

Mrs. Fore. You will ? 

Frail. Yes marry will I=—A great piece of buſineſs 
to go to Covent Garden Square in a Hackney-Coach , 
and take a turn with one's Friend. 


Mrs. Fore, Nay, two or three turns, I'll take my 


oath, ; Frail. | 
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Frail. Well, what if I took twenty — ] warrant if 
- you had been there, it had been only innocent recrea- 
tion.-- -Lord where's the comfort of this life, if we 
can't haye the happineſs of converſing where we like? 

Mrs. Fore, But can't you converſe at home ?---I own 
it, I think there's no happineſs like converſing with an 
agreeable man; 1 don't quarrel at that, nor I don't think 
but your Converſation was very innocent ; but the place 
is publick, and to be ſeen with a man in a Hackney- 
Coach is ſcandalous: What if any body elſe ſhou'd have 
ſeen you alight as I did /---How can any body be hap- 
PY - while they're in perpetual fear of being ſeen and 
cenſur d- Beſides, it wou'd not only reflect upon you, 
Siſter, but me. 

Frail. Pooh, here's a clutter----why ſhould it reflect 
upon you ?.---I don't doubt but you have thought your 
ſelf happy in a Hackney-coach before now..--If I had 
gone to Knights- bridge, or to Chelſey, or to Spring- Garden, 
or Barn- Elms with a man alone ſomething might 
have been ſaid. | 
Mrs. Fore. Why was I ever in any of theſe places? 

What do you mean Silter ? | 

Frail. WasI ? what do you mean? 

Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worſe place. 

Frail, I at a worſe place, and with a Man! 

Mrs Fore. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the 
World's-end. | 

Frail, The World's end! What do you mean to ban- 
ter me? . 

Mrs. Fore. Poor innocent! you don't know that there's 
a place call'd the World's-end 2 I'll ſwear you can keep 
your countenance purely, you'd make an admirable 
Player. | | 

Frail. VII ſwear you have a great deal of impudence 
and in my mind too much for the Stage, 

Mrs. Fore, Very well, that will appear who has molt; 
you never were at the World's end? 


Frail. 
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Frail. No. | | 

Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my face. 

Frail Your face, what's your face? 

Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, it's as good a face as 


yours. 


Frail. Not by a dozen years wearing. But I do deny 
it poſitively to your face then. 

Mrs. Fore. VIl allow you now to find fault with my 
face; — for I ll ſwear your impudence has put me our 
of countenance ;<But look you here now ,,-where 
did you loſe this Gold bodkin?—Oh Siſter, Siſter ! 

Frail. My Bdokin ! 

Mrs. Fore, Nay , tis yours, look at it. 

' Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this bodkin ?— Oh Siſter !---Siſter every way. 

Mrs, Fore. O Devil on't, that I cou'd not diſcover 
her, without betraying my ſelf, Aſide. 

Frail. | have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter ; that one 
ſhould take great care when one makes a thruſt in Fen- 
cing , not to lye open ones ſelf. | 2 

Mrs. Fore. It's very true, Siſter: Well ſince all's 
out, and as you fay, ſince we are both wounded, 
let us do that is often done in Duels, take care of one 
another, and grow better Friends than before. 

Frail. With all my heart, ours are but {light fleſh- 
wounds, and if we keep 'em from air, not at all dan- 
gerous. Well, give me your hand in token of ſiſterly 
ſecreſie and affection. 

Mrs. Fore Here tis with all my heart. 

Frail. Well, as an earneſt of Friendſhip and confi- 
dence; IIl acquaint you with a deſign that I have. 
To tell truth, and ſpeak openly one to another; l'm 
afraid the World have obſcrv'd us more than we hive 
obſery'd one another. You have a rich Husband, and 
are provided for; I am at a los, and have no great 
Stock either of Fortune or Reputation ; and therefore 
mult look ſharply about me. Sir Sampſon has a 2 
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that is expected to-night; and by the account I have 
heard of his education can be no Conjurer: The Ef- 
tate you know is to be made over to him: Now if 
I cou'd wheedle him, Siſter, ha? You underſtand 
me ? 

Mrs Fore. I do; and will help you to the utmoſt 
of my power And I can tell you one thing that falls 


out luckily enough. my awkard Davughter-in-Law, 


who you know is deſign'd for is Wife, is grown fond 
of Mr. Tattle; now if we can improve that, and make 
her have an averſion for the Booby, it may go a great 
way towards his liking of you. Here they come toge. 
ther; and let us contrive ſome way or other to leave 
'em together, 


| Euter Tatile, and Miſs Pru. 


M.iss Pru. Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here. 
Mrs. Fore. Fie, fie, Miſs, how you bawl- beſides, 
I have told you, you mult not call me Mother, 


Miſs Pry. What muſt I call you then, are not you 
my Father's Wife? | 3 
Mrs. Fore. Madam; you muſt ſay Madam By my 


Soul, I ſhall fancy m ſelf old indeed, to have this 
great Girl call me Mother - Well, but Miſs, what are 


you ſo overjoy'd at ? 3 5 
Miis Pru. Look you here, Madam then, what Mr. 
Tattle has givin mel. ook you here Couſin, here's 


a Snuff-box; nay,, there's Snuff in't ;—here, will you 


have any--Oh good! how {weet it is Mr. Tattle is 


all over ſweet, his perruke is ſweet, and his gloves 
are ſweet, —and his handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, 
ſweeter than Roſes— Smell him Mother, Madam, I 


mean--- He gave me this Ring for a Kiſs. 
Tatt. O fie Miſs, you muſt not Kils and tell. 
Miis Pru Yes; I may tell my Mother---And he ſays 


he'll give me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo.— Ob 
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pray lend me your handkerchief Smell Couſin; he 
ſays, he'll give me ſomething that will make my ſmocks 
ſmell this way Is not it pure? It's better than laven- 
der mun—Pm reſolv'd I won't let Nurſe put any more 
lavender among my {mocks : ha Couſin! | 

Frail. Fie, Mils; amongſt your linnen, you muſt fay-- 
You mult never ſay ſmock, | 

Miſs Pru. Why, it is not bawdy, is it Couſin ? 
att. Oh Madam; you are too ſevere upon Miſs ; you 
mult not find fault with her pretty implicity , ir be. 
comes her ſtrangely - pretty Mils , don't let *em perſuade 
you out of your Innocency. | 

Mrs.-Fore. Oh, Demm you Toad] with you don? 
perſuade her out of her Innocency. 

Tatt. Who I, Madam ?—Oh Lord, how can your. 
Ladyſhip have ſuch a thought ſure you don't know 
me. | | 

Frail, Ah Devil, fly Devil He's as cloſe, Siſter - 
as 2 Conſeſſor— le thinks we don't obſerve him. 

Mrs, Fore, A cunning Cur; how ſoon he cou'd find 
out a freſh harmleſs Creature; and left us, Siſter, pre- 
ſently. | 

Tait, Upon Reputation, | | 

Ars, Fore, They're all lo, Sifter, theſe Men- they 
love to have the ſpoiling of a young thing; they are as 
fond of it, as of being firſt in the faſhion, or of ſeeing 
a new Play the firſt day. I warrant it wou'd break 
My. Tattle's heart, to think that any body elſe ſhou'd 
be before hand with him. | 

Tautt. Oh Lord, I {wear I wou'd not for the world. - 

Frail. O hang you ; who'll believe you ?---- You'd 
be hang'd before you'd coateſs---we know you---ſhe's 
very pretty /-- Lord, what pure red and white I- ſhe 
looks fo wholſome; ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but I 
fancy, if I were a Man 

Miſs Pru. How you love to jear one, Covſin. 

Mrs, Fore, Heark'ce, Siſter---by my Soul the Girl is 
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ſpoil'd already--- d'ce think ſhe'll ever endure a great 
lubberly Tarpawlin Gad I warrant you, ſhe won tlet 
him come near her, after Mr. Tattle. 

Frail. O' my Soul, 'm afraid not---ch !---filthy Crea. 
ture, that ſmells all of pitch and tarr - Devil take you, 
you confounded Toad---why did you ſee her, before 
ſhe was married? 

Mrs. Fore. Nay why did we let him---my Husband 
will hang us---He'll think we brought'em acquainted, 

Frail. Come, faith let us be gone---If my Brother 
Foreſight ſhou'd find us with them «--- He'd think ſo, 
Iure enough, 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd---but then leaving ? em to- 
gether is as bad--- And he's ſuch a fly Devil, he Il never 
miſs an opportunity 

Frail. ] don't care; I won't be ſeen in 't, 

Mrs Fore Well, it you ſhou'd, Mr. Tattle, you vl 
have a world to anſwer for: remember I waſh my 
hands ofit , I'm throughly innocent, 


[ Exennt Mrs Foreſight and Frail, 


Miſs Pry. What makes em go away, Mr, Tattle ? 
What do they mean, do you know? 

Tatt Yes, my Dear—I think I can gueſs— But hang 
me if I know the reaſon of it. 

Miſs Pru Come, muſt not we go too? 

Tatt. No, no, they don't mean that, 

Miss Pru. No! whit then? what ſhall you and 1 do 

together ? 

Tatt I muſt make love to you, preuy Miſs; will you 
let me make love to you ? 

Miſs Pru Yes, if you pleaſe. 

Tatt Frank, I Gad at leaſt, What a pox do's Mrs. 
Foreſight mean by this civility ? Is it to make a Fool of 
me? Ordo's ſhe leave us together out of good morality, 
and do as ſhe would be done by — I' underſtand it 
ſo. | [ Aſide. 

Miſs Pris Well, and how will you make love to me 

Come, 
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Come, I long to have you begin; - muſt I make love 
too? You mult tell me how. | oz. 

Tatt. You mult let me ſpeak Miſs, you muſt not 
ſpeak firſt; I muſt ask you queſtions, and you mult 
anſwer. | | | 

Miſs Pru. What, is it like the Catechiſme 2 Come 
then ask me. | | 

Tait, De'e you think you can love me? 

Miſs Pry. Yes. 

Tait. Pooh, pox, you mult not ſay yes already; I 
ſhan't care a farthing for you then in a twinkling. 

Miſs Pre. What muſt I fay then? 

Tatt. Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, 
or you can't tell 

Miſs Pru. Why, muſt I tell a lie then? 

Tatt. Ves, if you would be well-bred, All well- 


bred perſons lie — Beſides, you are a Woman, you 


mult never ſpeak what you think: Your words muſt 
contradict your thoughts ; but your actions may con- 
tradict your words, So, when I ask you, if you can 
love me, you mult ſay no, but you muſt love me 
too — If I tell you you are handſome, you muſt deny 
it, and ſay I flatter you - But you muſt think your 
ſelf more charming than I ſpeak you: And like me, 
tor the beauty which I ſay you have, as much as if I 
had it my ſelf.— If I ask you to kiſs me, you muſt 
be angry, but you muſt not refuſe me. If I ask you 
tor more, you mult be more angry ,- but more com- 
plying ; and as ſoon as ever I make you ſay you'l cry 
out, you mult be ſure to hold your tongue. 

Miſs. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure,—l like it bet 
ter than our old faſhion'd country way of ſpeaking 
ones mind, — and muſt not you lie too? 

Tatt. Hum Yes-- But you mult believe I ſpeak 


truth. 


Miſs. O Gemini! well, I always had a great mind 
to tell lies but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a 
lin. 4 i D 2 Tat. 
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Tatt. Well, my pretty Creature; will you make 
me happy by giving me a kiſs? 

Miſs. No, indeed; I'm angry at you, — 

Runs and kiſſes him. 

Tatt. Hold, hold, that's. pretty well, — but you 
ſhould not have given it me, but have ſuffer d me to 
take it. | 

Miſs. Well, we'll do it again. | 

Tatt. With all my heart, .- Now then my little An. 
gel. | [Kiſſes her, 
Mis. Piſh. 

Tate. That's right, again my Charmer. Kiſſes again, 

Miſs. Or fie, nay, now 1 can'tbide you. 

Tait. Admirable! That was as well as if you had 
been born and bred in Covent Garden, — And won't 
you ſnew me, pretty Miſs where, your bed chamber 
is? 

Miſs. No, indeed won't I : But T'll run there, and 
hide my ſelf from you behind the curtains. 

Tatt. Vil follow you. | 

Miſs. Ah, but I'll hold the door with both hands, 
and be angry ;—and you ſhall puſh me down before 
you come 1n, | | 

Tate No, I'll come in firſt, and puſh you down 
afterwards. | | x 

Miſs. Will you? then Til, be more angry, and more 
complying. 

Fatt. Then Tl] make you cry out. 

Xiſs. Oh but you ſhan't, for I'll hold my tongue, 

Tatt, Oh my dear, apt ſcholar. | 

Miſs. Well, now I'll run and make more haſte than 


you. | | | [Ex. Mils. 
Tatt. You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll purſue, 
+ Exit after her. 
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SCENE: I. 

Enter Nurſe. 


Nurſe. I's, Miſs, Miſs Prue — Mercy on me, mar- 

| ry and amen: Why, what's become of 
the Child ?==Why Miſs, Miſs Ferefz2/2t—Sure ſhe has 
not lock'd her ſelf up in her chamber, and gone to 
ſleep, or to Prayers; Miis, Mits, I hear her=Come 
to your Father, Child: Open the door.—Open the 
door Miſs.— 1 hear you cry huſht-O Lord, who's 
there? [peeps] What's here to do?—O the Father! a 
Man with her /—Why, Miſs I ſay, God's my life, 
here's fine doings towards -O Lord, we're all undone 
O you young Harlotry [kzocks.} Ods my life, won't 
you open the door? FI come in the back way. 


Exit. 


Tattle aud Miſs at the Door. 


Miſs. O Lord, ſhe's coming---and {:e'll tell my Fa- 


ther, what ſhall I do now? 


Tatt Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtaid two minutes 


longer, I ſhou'd have wiſh'd for her coming. 

Mis. O dear, what ſhall Il iay? Jell me, Mr, Tattle, 
tell me a lie. 5 | 

Tait. There's no occaſion for a lie; I cou'd never 
tell a lie to no purpoſe-- But fince we have done no- 


thing, we mult ſay nothing. I think. 1 heap her- 
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I'll leave you together, and come off as you can. 
[Thruſts her i in, and you the door. 


Enter Valentine , Scandal , and — 


Ang. You can't accuſe me of inconſtancy ; I never 
told you, that I lov'd you. 

Val. But I can accuſe you of uncertainty , for not 
telling me whether you did or no. 

Ang. You miſtake indifference for uncertainty ; I 
never had concern enough to ask my ſelf the queſ- 
tion. 

Scan. Nor good nature enough to anſwer him that did 
ask you: Fil ſay that for you, Madam. 

Ang. What, are you ſetting up for good nature? 

Scan. Only for the affectation of it, as the Women do 
for ill nature. 

Ang. berſuade your Friend, that it is all affectation. 

Val. I ſhall receive no benefit from the opinion: For! 
know no effectual difference between continued affecta- 


tion and reality. 
Tatt. ) Scandal, are you in private diſcourſe, any 
coming up thing of ſecreſie? [ Aſide to Scandal. 


Scan. Ves, but I dare truſt you; We were talking of 
Angelica's love for Valentine ; you won't ſpeak of it. 

Tatt, No, no. nor a ſyllable---l know that's a ſe- 
cret, for it's whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang. What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you ſay ſome- 
thing was whiſper'd every where. 

Tat. Your love of Valentine. 

Ang. How ! 

Tatt. No, Madam, his love for your Ladyſhip 
Gad take me, I beg your pardon— for I never heard 
a word of your Ladyſhips Paſſion, till this inſtant. 


Ang. 
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- 
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Ang. My Paſſion! and who told you of my Paſ- 
fon , pray Sir? | 

Scan. Why, is the Devil in you? Did not I tell it 
you for a ſecret? | 

Tatt. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been 
truſted with her own affairs. | 

Scan. Is that your diſcretion ? truſt a Woman with 
her ſelf? | | 

Tatt. You ſay true, I beg your pardon ; I'll bring 
all off It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to ima- 
gine, that a perſon of your Ladyſhip's wit and gal- 
lantry , could have ſo long receiv'd the paſſionate ad- 
drefles of the accompliſh Valentine, and yet remain 
inſenfible ; theretore you will pardon me, if from a 
juit weight of his merit, with your Ladyſhips good 
judgment, I form'd the ballance of a reciprocal affec- 
tion. | | 

Val. O the Devil, what damn'd coſtive Poet has 
given thee this leſſon of fuſtian to get by rote? 
Ang. I dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own 
And Mr. Tattle only judges of the ſucceſs of others, 
from the effects of his own merit. For certainly Mr. 
Taitle was never deny'd any thing in his life. 

Tatt. O Lord! yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral times. 

Ang. I twear J don't think *tis poſſible. 

Tatt. Yes, I vow and {wear I have: Lord, Ma- 
dam, l'm the moſt unfortunate man in the world, 
and the moſt cruelly us'd by the Ladies. 

Arg. Nay, now you're ungrateful. 

Tatt. No, I hope not—tis as much ingratitude to 
own ſome favours, as to conceal others. 

Val. There, now it's out. | 

Arg. 1 don't underſtand you now. I thought you 
had never ask'd any thing, but what a Lady might 
modeſtly grant, and you confels. 
Scan. do, faith, your buſineſs is done here; now 
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you may gs brag ſomewhere elſe. | * 

Tatt. Brag ! O Heav'ns! Why , did I name any 
body? | | | | 

Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your power; but 
you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt on'r. | 

Tatt. Not in my power, Madam ! What does your 
Ladyſhip mean, that I have no Womans reputation in 
my power ? - 

Scan. Ouns,: why you won't own it, will you? 

| | [ Aſeae, 
_ Tait, Faith Madam, you're in the right; no more 
I have, as | hope to be jav'd; I never had it in my 
power to {ay any tiing to a Lady's prejudice in my 
lite—PFor as I was telling you Madam, I have been 
the moſt unſucceisful Creature living, in things of that 
nature; and never had the good fortune to be truſted 
once with a Lady's ſecret, not once, 

Ang. No. | | 

Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 

Scan And VII anſwer for him; for I'm ſure if he 
had, he wou'd have told me: 1 find, Madam, you 
don't know Mir Tattle. | 

Tatt. No indced, Madam, you don't know me at 
all, I find: For ſure my intimate Friends wou'd have 
known 8 

Ang. Then it ſeems you would have told, if you 
had becn truſted. 

Tatt. O pox, Scandal, that was too far put Never 
have told particulars, Madam Perhaps I might have 
talk'd as of a third perſon -r have introduc'd an Amour 
of my own, in converſation, by way of Novel: but 
never have explain'd particulars. | 

Ang. But whence comes the reputation of Mr. Tat- 
tles ſecreſie, if he was never truſted? 

Scan. Why thence it ariſes— The thing is prover- 
bially ſpoken; but may be apply'd to him — As if we 
ſhon'd ſay in general terms, He only is ſecret who 

: | never 


Cm » << © -* 


LOVE for LOVE. 57 
never was truſted; a ſatyrical Proverb upon our Sex 
There's another upon yours—As ſhe is chaſte, who 
was never ask'd the queſtion. That's all. 

Val. A couple of very civil Proverbs, truly: "Tis 
hard to tell whether the Lady or Mr. Taitle be the 
more obliged to you : For you found her vertue, 
upon the backwardneſs of the Men; and his ſecreſie, 
upon the miſtruſt of the Women. 

Tatt. Gad, it's very true, Madam, I think we are 
oblig'd to acquit our ſelves - And for my part - But 


your Ladyſhip is to ſpeak firſt 


Ang. Am 1? Well, | freely canfeſs J have reſiſted 
a great deal of temptation. 

Iatt And I Gad, I have given {ſome temptation 
that has not been reſiſted, 

Val Good. 

Ang. 1 cite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, 
how fruitleſs he has found his endeavours, and to con- 
fels all his ſollicitations and my denials. 

Val. | am rcady to plead, not guilty for you; and 
guilty, for my ſelf. 

Scan. So, Why this is fair, here's Demonſtration 
with a witneſs. 

Tatt. Weil, my Witneſſes are not preſent - But I 
confeſs I have had favours from perſons - But as the 
tavours are numberleſs, ſo the Perions are nameless. 

Scan Pooh, pox, this proves nothing. 

Tait, No? I can ſnew Letters, Locketts, Pictures, 
and Rings; and if there be occaſion for witneſles, I 
can ſummon the Maids at the Chocolate-Houſes, all 
the Porters of Pall- Mall and Covent Garden, the Door- 
keepers at the Play-Houſe, the Drawers at Loecket's, 
Portack's, the Rummer , Spring Garden; my own Land. 
lady and Valet de Chambre; all who fhali make oath, 
that I receive more Letters than the Secretary's Office; 
and that I have more Vizor-masks to enquire for me, 
than ever went to ſee the Hermaphrodite, or the na- 


Ds "= 


58 LZ & LOY7/ FE. 
krd Prince. And it is notorious, that in a country 
Church, once, an enquiry being made, who | was; 
it was an{wer'd, I was the famous Tattle, who had 
ruin'd ſo many Women. 8 

Val. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the nick- name 
of the Great Turk. 

Tatt True; | was call'd Turk. Tattle all over the 
Pariſn— The next Sunday all the old Women kept their 
Daughters at home, and the Parſon had not half his 
Congregation. He wou'd have brought me into the 
Spiritual Court, but 1 was reveng'd upon him, for 
he had a handſom Daughter whom | initiated into the 
Science. But | repented itafterwards, for it was talk'd 
of in Town And a Lady of Quality that ſhall be 
nameleſs, in a raging fit of jealouſie, came down in 
her Coach and fix Horſes , and expos'd her ſelf upon 
my account. Gad, I was ſorry for it with all my 
heart Vou know whom I mean — You know where 
we raffl'd— 

Scan. Mum, Tattle. 

Val. Sdeath, are not you aſham'd ? 

Ang. O barbarous I never heard ſo inſolent a piece 
of vanity - Fie, Mr. Tattle— I'll ſwear 1 could not 
have believ'd it Is this your ſecreſie? Et 
JIuatt Gad ſo, the heat of my ſtory carry'd me beyond 
my diſcretion, as the heat of the Lady's Paſſion hur— 
ry'd her beyond her Reputation—But | hope you don't 
know whom I mean ; for there were a great many 
Ladies rafled—Pox on't, now could I bite off my o'r 
tongue, | | 

Scan. No doubt on't ; for then you'l tell us no bic 
more Come, I'll recommend a Song to you upon 
the hint of my two Proverbs, and I ſee one in the 
next room that will ſing it. TON. ” 

| [ Goes to the door, 

Tatt. For Heavn's ſake, if you do gueſs, ſay nothing; 
Gad, I'm very unfortunate, S 
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Re-enter Scandal with one to ſing. 


Scan. Pray ſing the firſt Song in the laſt New Play. 
Set by Mr. Fobn Eccles. 


Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray d, 
The Swain had been jilted, the Nymph been betray' d: 


Their intent was to try if his Oracle knew 


Etr a Nymph that was chaſte, or a Swain that was true. 
A. 


Apollo was mute, and had like: have been pos'd, 

But ſagely at length he this ſecret diſclos'd : 

He alone won't betray in whom none will confide, 

And the Nymph may be chaſte that has never been try d. 


Enter Sir Sampſon, Mrs. Frail, Miſs, and Servant. 


Sir Sam. Is Ben come? Odſo, my Son Ben come? 
Odd, I'm glad on't: Where is he? I long to ſee him. 
Now, Mrs. Frail, you ſhall ſee my Son Ber---Body 
o'me , he's the hopes of my Family---I han't ſeen him 
theſe three years---I warrant he's grown--- Call him in, 
bid him make haſte---1 m ready to cry ſor joy. 

. Exit Servant. 

Mrs, Frail. Now Miſs you ſhall ſee your Husband. 

Miſs, Piſh, he ſhall be none of my Husband. 

| 5 [ Aſide to Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. Huſh : Well he ſhan't, leave that ro me- 

Il beckon Mr, Tattle to us. | 


Ang. 
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Ang. Won't you ſtay and ſee your Brother? We 

Val. We are the twin-Stars, and cannot lhine in one fo! 
Sphere; when he riſes I muſt ſet - Beſides, if I ſhoud hi. 
ſtay, I don't know but my Father in good nature may I m 
preſs me to the immediate ſigning the Deed of con- ſu 
veyance of my Eſtate, and j!'Il deferr it as long as 1 fo 
can— Well, you'll come to a reſolution? ro 

Ang. Il can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or Ill an 
ſhall never have one. | 

Scan. Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; l've ſome. 
thing in my head to communicate to you. | 

: | [ Ex. Val. and Scandal. 

Sir Samp. What, is my Son Valentine gone? What, 
is he ſneak d off, and would not ſee his Brother? There's 
an unnatural whelp ! There's an ill natur'd dog: What o 
were you here too, Madam, and could not keep him? 
Cou'd neither Love, nor Duty, nor natural affection 
oblige him. Obsbud, Madam, have no more to {a 
to him; he is not worth your conſideration. The 
Rogue has not a drachm of generous love about him: 
All intereſt, all intereſt ; he's an undone Scoundrel, 
and courts your Eſtate: Body o' me, he does not care 
a doit for your perſon. 

Ang \'m pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon; for 
if ever 1 cou'd have lik d any thing in him, it ſhoud 
have been his Eſtate too: But ſince that's gone, the 
bait's off, and the naked hook appears, RS. 

Sir Samp Odsbud well ſpoken ; and you area wiſer 
Woman than 1 thought you were: For moſt young 
— 85 now. a-days are to be tempted with a naked fin 

1 | | 
Ang. If I marry , Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good Eſtate ff all 
with any Man, and for any Man with a good Eſtate: do 
Therefore if I were obliged to make a choice, | declaic i 
I'd rather have you than your Son, ty 
Sir samp Faith and Troth you're a wiſe Woman, g0r 
and I'm glad to hear you fay fo; 1 was afraid you, 
| | | wel 
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were in love with the Reprobate; Odd, I was ſorry 
for you With all my heart: Hang him, Mungrel ; caſt 
him off; you ſhall ice the Rogue ſhew himſelf, and 
make love to ſome deſponding Cadua of Fourſcore for 
ſultenance. Odd, I love to ice a young Spendthrift 
forc'd to cling to an old Woman for ſupport, live Ivy 
round a dead Oak: Faith I do; I love to fecem hug 
and cotten together, like down upon a thiille, 


Enter Ben. Legend and Servant. 


Ben. Where's Father? | | 
Serv. There, Sir, his back's toward you. 
Sir Samp. My Son Ben! bleſs thee my dear Boy; body 
o me, thou art hcartily welcome. | 

Ben. Thank you Father, and I'm glad to ſee you. 

Sir Sam. Odsbud, and Pm glad to ſee thee : kiisme 
Boy, kiis me again and again, dear Ben. ¶ Kiſſes bim. 

Ben. So, ſo, enough Father - Meſs, Ide rather kits 
theſe Gentlewomen. | | 

Sir Sam. And ſo thou ſhalt,----Mrs, Angelica, my 
Son Ben. 

Ben, Forſooth if you pleaſe---[ Salutes her | Nay 
Miſtreſs, 'm not for dropping anchor here; About 
Ship I faith---[ kifſes Frail, ] Nay, and you too, my little 
Cock. boat. ſo·—— [ Kiffes Miſs. 

Tatt. Sir, you're welcome a-ſhore. 

Ben, Thank you , thank you Friend. | 

Sir Sam. Thou haſt been many a weary league Ben, 
fince I ſaw thee, 

Ben. Ey, ey, been! Been far enough, an that be 
all= Well Father, and how do all at home? How 
do's Brother Dick, and Brother Pal? 

Sir Sam. Dick, body o'me, Dick has been dead theſe 
two years; I writ you word, when you were at Le- 
gorne. 
Ben. Meſs, thats true! marry I had forgot. 

: Dick's 
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Dick's dead as you ſay well, and how? I have a many 
queſtions to ask you; well, you be'nt marry'd again, 
Father, be ycu? . | = 

Sir Sam. No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would 
not marry for thy ſake. | 

Ben. Nay, What do's that ſignifie ? an you marry 
again — Why then, I'll go to Sea again, ſo there's one 
for t'other, an that be all Pray don't let me be your 
hindrance; een marry a God's name an the wind ſit 
that way. As for my part, may- hap I have no 
mind to marry. 

Frail. That wou'd be pity, ſuch a handſome young 
Gentleman. | 

Ben. Handſome! he, he, he, nay forſooth, an you 
be for joking , I'll joke with you, tor 1 love my jeſt, 
an the Ship were linking , as we ſayn at Sea. But 
J'Il tell you why 1 dot much ſtand towards Matrimo- 
nie. I love to roam about from Fort to Port, and from 
Land to Land: I could never abide to be port-bound 
as we call it: Now a man that is marry'd, has as it 
were, dee ſee, his feet in the Bilboes, and may hap 
may 'nt get em out again when he wou'd. 

Sir Samp Bens a Wagg. 

Ben. A Man that is marry'd, d'ceſee, is no more 
like another man, than a Galley-ſlave is like one of 
us free Sailors; he is chain'd to an Oar all his life; 
and may-hap forc'd to tug a leaky Veſlel into the 
bargain, | | | 

Sir Samp. A very Wag, Ben's a very Wag; only a 
little rough, he wants a littie poliſhing, 

Frail, Not at all; ] like his humour mightily ; it's 
plain and honeſt; I ſhou'd like ſuch a humour in 4 
Husband extreamly. | 

Ben. Say'n you fo forſooth? Marry and I ſhou'd 
like ſuch a handſome Gentlewoman for a Bed- fellow 
hugely; how ſay you Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going 
to Sea? Meſs you're a tight Veſſel, and well rigg'd, 

an 
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an you were but as well mann'd. | 

Frail. J ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were Maſter 
of me. 5 | 

Ben. But l'Il tell you one thing, an you come to 
sea in a high wind, or that Lad — You mayn't carry 
ſo much ſail of your head Top and Top-gallant by 
the Meſs. | 5 | 

Frail No, why ſo? | | 

Ben, Why an you do, you may run the risk to be 
overſet, and then you'll carry your kcels above water, 
he, he, he. 5 5 

Ang. 1 ſwear, Mr. Benjamin is the verrieſt Wag in 
nature; an abſolute Sea-wit. | 

Sir Samp. Nay , Ben has parts; but as I told you 
before , they want a little poliſhing: you muſt not 
take any thing ill, Madam. | 

Ben. No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not angry; 
I mcan all in good part: For if J give a jeſt, Pll 
take a jeſt; And ſo forſooth you may be as free with 
me. | 

Ang. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended ;— 
dut methinks Sir Sampſon, you ſhou'd leave him alone 
with his Miſtreſs. Mr. Tattle, we muſt not hinder Lo- 
vers. 

Tatt, Well Mis, J have your promiſe. [ Aſide to Miſs, 

Sir Sam, Body o' me, Madam, you ſay true 
Look you Ben, this is your Miſtreis ; Come Ai, 
you muſt not be ſhamefac'd, we'll leave you together. 

Miſs. J can't abide to be left alone; mayn't my Cou- 
in ſtay with me? | 

Sir Sam. No, no. Come, let's away. 

Ben. Look you Father, may-hap the young Woman 
may'nt take a liking to me. | 

Sir Sam. I warrant thee Boy, Come, come, we'll 
be gone; Ill venture that. [ Exennt all but Ben and Mis. 

Ben. Come Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down; 
for an you ſtand a ſtern a that n, we ſhall never grapple 
to- 
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together ,-.--Come, I'll haule a chair; there, an you 
pleate to fit, VII fit by you. 

Miſs. You need not lit ſo near one; if you have any 
thing to ay, l can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 

Ben. Why that's true as you ſay, nor an't dumb, 
I can be heard as far as another. I'll heave off to pleaſe 
you. [ Sits further off.] An we were a league aſunder, 
I'de undertake to hold diſcourſe with you, an 'twere 
not a main his; wind indeed, and full in my teeth, 
Look you foriooth, I am as it were, bound for the 
Land of Matrimony ; 'tis a Voyage d'ee fee that was 
none of my ſeeking, I was commanded by Father; 
and ik you like of it, may-hap 1 may ſteer into your 
Harbour. How fay you Miſtreſs? The ſhort of the 
thing is this, that if you like me, and I like you, 
we may chance to {wing in a hammock together, 

Miſs. I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't 
care to ſpeak with you at all. . 

Ben. No, l'm ſorry for that. But pray why are 
you ſo ſcornful? 

Miſs. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's mind, 
one had better not ſpeak at all, I think; and truly! 
won't tell a lie for the matter. 

Ben Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a folly to 
lie: For to {peak one thing, and to think juſt the 
contrary way; is as it were, to look one way, and 
to row another. Now, for my part d'ee fee, I'm 
for carrying things above board, Fm not for keeping 
any thing under hatches, — fo that if you ben't as 
willing as I, ſay ſo a God's name, there's no harm 
done: may-hap you may be ſhame-fac'd, ſome Mai- 
dens thof' they love a man well enough, yet they 
don't care to tell'a ſo to's face: If that's the caſe , why 
ſilence gives conſent, | 

Aliſs. But I'm {ſure it is not ſo, for T'il ſpeak ſooner 
than you ſhould believe that; and I'll ſpeak truth, 
tho' one ſhould always tell a lie to a man; and I dont 

Care; 


E VE fs EURE. 35 
care , let my Father do what he will; l'm too big to 
be whipt, o l' tell you plainly, I don't like you, 
nor love you at all, nor never will, that's more . So, 
there's your anſwer for you; and don't trouble me no 
more, you ugly thing. ; 

Ben. Look you young Woman, you may learn to 
give good words however. I ſpoke you fair d'ce {ee ; 
and civil,-As for your love or your liking, 1 don't 
value it of a rope's end; — And may hap I like you as 
little as you do me :— What I ſaid was in obedience 
to Father; Gad | fear a whipping no more than you 
do. But ! tell you one thing, it you ſhou'd give ſuch 
language at Sea, you'd have a Cat o' nine tails laid 
crals your ſhoulders. Fleſh who are you? You heard 
tother handſome young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, 
of her own accord: Whatever you think ot your ſelf, 
Gad I don't think you are any more to compare to 
her, than a Can of ſmall beer to a Bowl of Punch. 

Miſs. Well, and there's a handiome Gentleman, 
and a fine Gentleman, and a ſwect Gentleman, that 
was here, that loves me, and I love him; and if he 
ſees you ſpeak to me any more, he'l thraſh your jac- 
ket tor you, he will, you great Sea calf, 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair. weather Spark 
that was here juit now? will he thraſh my jacket? 
let'n, — let'n But an he comes near me, may-hap I 
may giv'n a ſalt Eel for's ſupper , for all that. What 
do's Father mean to leave me alone as ſoon as [ 
come home, with ſuch a dirty dowdy,—Sea-calf ? I an't 
Calf enough to lick your chilk d face, you cheeie - curd 
you , Marry thee ! Oons I'll marry a I apland- Witch as 
ſoon, and live upon ſelling contrary winds, and wrack'd 
Veſſels. | 

Miſs. I won't be call'd Names, nor I won't be 
abus'd thus, fo I won't. If I were a man [cry] 
you durſt not talk at this rate No you durſt or, you 
ſtinking Tar-barrcl, | 

Enter 
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| e | 
Enter Mrs. Foreſight, and Mrs, Frail, 


Mrs Fore. They have quarrel'd juſt as ve cou'd 
wiſh. 

Ben. Tar-barrel ? Let your Sweet-heart there call 
me ſo, if he'l take your part your Tom Ffſence; and 
Vil ſay ſomething to him; Gad VII lace his muck. 
doublet for him, VII make him ſtink; he ſhall fmel! 
more like a Weaſel than a Civet-Cat, afore | ha' done 
with en. 5 

Mrs. Fore. Bleſs me, what's the matter? Miſs! what 
__ ſhe cry? — Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to 
Wy: ;. | | 
Ben. Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the leß 
ſhe'll—ſhe has been gathering foul weather in her 
mouth, and now it rains out at her eyes. 

Mrs. Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with me, and 
tell me, poor Child. | 

Frail. Lord , what ſhall we do, there's my Brother 
Foreſight , and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you 
take Miſe down into the Parlour, and I'll carry Mr. 
Benjamin into my Chamber; for they muſt not know 
that they are fall'n out - Come, Sir, will you ven- 
ture your ſelf with me ? Looking kindly on him. 

Ben. Venture, Meſs, and that I will, tho' twere to 
Sea in a ſtorm. | | [ Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 


Sir Sam. I left em together here; What are they 
gone? Ben's a brisk Boy: He hay got her into a cor- 
ner; Father's own Son faith, he*l topzle her, and mou- 
zZle her: The Rogue's ſharp ſet, coming from Sea: 
if he ſhould not ſtay for ſaying grace, old Foreſigbt, 

but fall too without the help of a Parſon, ha? Oddit 


he ſhould 1 cou'd not be angry with him n be 
| ut 
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but like me, A chip of theali block. Ha! thou'rt me- 
lancholly old Prognoſtication; As melancholly as if 
thou hadſt ſpilt the ſalt, or par'd thy nails on a Sun- 
day: Come, cheer. up, look about thee: Look up 
od Star-Gazer, Now is he poring upon the ground 
for a crooked pin, or an old horic-nail, with the head 
towards him, 

Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the Wedding! to-mor- 
row morning 

Sir samp. With all my heart. 

Fore. At ten a clock, punctually at ten. 

Sir Samp. To a minute, to a ſccond; thou ſhall 
ſet thy Watch, and the Bridegroom ſhall obterve it's 
motions ;: they ſhall be married to a minute, go to 
bed.to a minute; and when the alarm ſtrikes, they 
wall keep time like the Figures of St. Danſtan's Clock, 
and AAR TIT! efe fhall Ting all over the Pariſh. 


Ente 1 . 


1 Sir gn fad news. 

Fore, Bleſs us! 

Sir Samp. Why, what b the matter? 

Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you 
and him, aud all of us, more than any thing elſe? 

Sir Samp. Body of me, 1 don't know any univerſal 
grievance, but a new Tax, and the loſs uf the Cana- 
ry Fleet. Unleſs Popery ſhou'd be landed in the %%%, 
on tlie French Fleet were at anchor at Blach wall. 

Scan. No. Undoubtedly Mr, —_— ight knew er 
and might have prevented it. 

Fore. Tis no earthquake! | 

Sean, No, not yet; nor Whirlwind: But we don't 
know what it. may come to—But it has had a conſe- 
quence already that touches us all. 

Sir Samp, Why, body & me, out with's % IHR 

Sean. — has appear d to your Son Falentine— 

E 2 He's- 
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He's gone to bed upon't, and very ill He ſpeaks little, 
yet ſays he has a world to ſay. Asks for his Fa. 
ther and the wiſe Foreſight ;\ talks of Raymond Lully, 
and the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has ſecrets to impart I ſup- 
pole to you two. | can get nothing out of him but 
ſighs. He deſires he may tee you in the morning, 
but would not be diſturb'd ro-night, becauſe he has 
ſome buſineſs to do in a dream. . 
Sir Samp Hoity toity! What have I to do with his 
dreams or his divination—Body o' me, this is a trick 
to defer ſigning the Conveyance. I warrant the Devil 
will tell him in a dream, that he mult not part with 
his Eſtate: But I'll bring him a Parſon to tell him, 
that the Devil's a Liar Or ir that won't do, I'll bring 
a Lawyer that ſhall out. lie the Devil. And fo Vil try 
whether my black Guard or his ſhall get the better of 
the day. 12 50 | * 38 » [ Exit, 
Scan. Alas, Mr. Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not right— 
You are a wiſe Man, and a conſcicntious Man; a 
Searcher into obſcurity and futurity; and if you com- 
mit an error, it is with a great deal of conſideration, 
and diſcretion, and caution— | 5 | 
Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal = - ers 
Scan. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt ; I do not flatter you. 
But Sir Samtſen is haſty, very haſty;— I'm afraid he 
is not {crvpulons enough, Mr. Foreſight —He has been 
wicked, and Heav'n grant he may mean well in his 
affair with you---But my mind gives me, theſe things 
cannot be wholly inſignificant. Vou are wiſe, and 
ſhou'd not be over reach'd, methinks you ſhou'd not. 
Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal. Humanum eſt errare. 
Scan. You ſay true, Man will err; meer Man will 
err---but you are ſomething more- There have been 
wile Men; but they were ſuch as you-- Men who con- 
ſulted the Stars, and were obſervers of Omens.--Salo- 
mon was Wile, but how ?---by his judgment in Aſtro- 
logy---So ſays Pineda in his third Book and eighth Chap» 
. 0 8 Fore, 
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Fore. You are learn'd, Mr. Scandal! — 

Scan. A trifler— but a Lover of Art — And the 
Wiſe Men of the Eaſt ow'd their inſtruction to a Star. 
which is rightly obſerv'd by Gregory the Great in favour 
of Aſtrology. And Albertus Magnus makes it the molt 
valuable Science; becauſe, ſays he, it reaches us to con- 
ſider the cauſation. of Cauſes, in the Cauſes of things. 

Fore, I proteſt | honour you, Mr. Scandal] did not 
think you had been read in theſe matters . Few young 
Men are inclin'd--- „ 

Scan. I thank my Stars that have inclin'd me- But I 
fear this Marriage and making over this t ſtate, this trans- 
ferring of a rightful inheritance, will bring Judgments 
upon us. 1 propheſie it, and I wou'd not have the fate 
of Caſſandra, not to be believ'd. Valentine is diſturb'd, 
what can be the cauſe of that? And Sir Samgſon is hur- 
ry'd on by an unuſual violence I fear he does not act 
wholly from himſelf; methinks he does not look as he 
uſed to do. 

_ Fore. He was always of an impetunus nature Rut 
as to this marriage I have conſulted the ſtars; and all 
apPzarances are proſperous —— 

Scan. Come, come, Ar. Pore{;21:t , let not the proſ- 
pect of worldy lucre carry you beyond your judgment, 
nor againſt your Conſcience You are not ſatisfy d that 
yon act juſtly. 

Fore How! | 

Scan. You are not ſatisfy'd, Ifay—lT am loath to 
diſcourage you — But it is paipave that you are not ſa- 
tisfy'd. | | 

Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Scandal? I think I 
am very well ſatisfy'd. | T7 

Scan. Either you ſuſſer your {elf to deccive your ſelf, 
or you do not know your gelt. | 

Fore. Pray explain your ſelf. 

Scan Do you ſleep well o'nights ? 

. Fore, Very well. | 

E 3 Scan. 


— — 3 
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ſo. 


8 Are you certain? You do. not look. jay" | that 
Fore. I am in health, I thin. 
Scan. So Was Valentine this morning, z and look djuſt 


Fore How! Am l alter d a any way? 1 don't perecive 
it, 

Scan. That 4 be, but your bend! is __ than i i 
was two hours a 


Fore. Indeed: Licks me 
Enter Mrs, dei. 


Mrs. Fore. Husband , will you g0 to bed? It's ten a 
clock. Mr. Scandal, your Servant 
Scan. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my defign— 
But I muſt work her into the project. You keep earl) 
hours, Madam. 
7 Mrs. Fore. Mr. Foreſi N is punctual, we fit up after 
im. 


Fore, My Dear, pray lend me your glaſs, your little 


looking-glaſs. _ 8 


Scan Pray lend it him, Madam L' tell you the 
reaſon. ¶ She gives him cheglaſs: Scandal and ſhe whiſper, | 
My Patton for you is grown fo violent that I am no t 
longer Malter of my ſelf— 1 was interrupted in tie t 
morning, when you had charity enough to give me | 
your attention, and I hid hopes of finding another 
opportunity of explaining my ſelſ to you but was diſ- 
appointed all this day; and the uneaſineſs that has at- 
tended me ever ſince, . me now hither at this un- 
ſeaſonable hour 

Mrs. Fore. Was there ever ſuch impudence, to make 
love to me before my Husband's face? I'll wear Nil 
tell him, 

Scan, Do, VIl dye a Martyr, rather than diſcialm my 
Paſſion. But come a little farther this way, and Vl 
tell you what project I had to get him out of the = 

t hat 


Juſt 


eive | 


in it 
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that I might have an opportunity of waiting upon you, 
[ Whiſper. Forelight looking in the Glaſs. ) 
Fore. I do not fee any revolution here; — Methinks 
look with a ſerene and benign aſpect pale, alitrie 
pale but the roſes of theſe cheeks have been gather'd 
many years; — ha]! I do not like that ſudden fluſhing 
gone already! — hem, hem, hem! faintiſh, My heart 
1s pretty good; yet it beats; and my pulſes ha — 1 
have none Mercy on me hum — Tes, here they 
are — Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, 
hey! Whither will they hurry me? No they're gone 
again — And now Im faint again and pale again, and 
hemland my hem! — breath, hem! — grows ſhort, 
hem ! hem! he, he, hem! 
Scan. It takes, purſue it in the name ot Love and 
leaſure. | | 
Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Foreſ#g/t ? 
Fore, Hum, not ſo well as I thought 1 was. Lend 
me your hand. : 
Scan. Look you there now Tour Lady ſays your 
Sleep has been unquiet of late. 
Fore. Very likely. 8 5 
Mrs Fore. O' mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to 
tell him ſo- - -He has been ſubje to talking and ſtar- 
ting. | 
3 And did not uſe to be lo - 


Mrs. Fore. Never, never; till within theſe three nights; 


I cannot ſay that he has once broken my reſt, ſince we 
have been marry'd. | | 

Fore. I will go to bed. 

Scan Do ſo, Mr. Foreſight ; and ſay your Pray'rs; — 
he looks better than he did. | 
Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, Nurſe! bY, 

Fore. Do you think ſo Mr. Scandal? 

Scan. Yes, yes, hope this will be gone by merniog, 
taking it in time. | | 


(Calls. 


. 
— ̃᷑ͥ˙I i 
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. 
Fore I hope ſo. 
Enter Nurſe. 


Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, your Maſter is not well; put him 
to bed 

Scan. I hope you will be able to ſee Falentine in the 
morning,. you. had beſt take a little Diacodion and 
Cowilip water, and lye EI Four back , may be you 
may dream, 

Z ore. I thank you Mr. Scandal, I will.- Nurſe, let 
me have a watch light, and * the crums of comfort 
by me. 

Murſe. Les, Sir. 

Fore. And -- hem, hem! I am very faint. - 

Scan No, no, you look much better. 

Fore. Do I? And dye hear. -- bring me, let me ſee- 
within a quarter of twelve -hem he, hem ?---zuſt upon 
the turning of the tide , bring me the urinal ;---and 
J hope, neither the Lord of my Aſcendant, nor the 
Moon will be combuſt; and then I may do well. 

Scan. I hope ſo Leave that to me; ; I will ere& a 

Scheme; and I hope | ſhall find bath wy and Venus in 
the fixth Houſe. 

Fore, I thank you, Mr Scandal, indeed that wou'd be 
a great comfort to me. Hem , hem ! good night. Exit. 

Scan. Gooi— night, good Mr, Foreſight ;-— arid [ 
hope Mars and Venus will be in conjunction ;— while 
your Wife and l are together. 

Mrs Fore. Well; and what uſe do you hope to make 
of this project? You don't think, that you are ever-like 
to ſucceed in your deſign upon me? 
| Sean Yes, Faith! do; I have a better opin: ion both 
of you and my ſelf. than to deſpair. 

Mrs. Fore. Did you ever hear ſuch a Toad— heark'ce 
Devil; do you think any Woman honeſt ? 

Scan. Les, ſeveral , very honeſt; — they'll cheat a 

| little 
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little at Cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing, 

Mrs. Fore. Pſhaw ! but vertuous, I mean. 

Sran Ves, Faith, I believe ſome Women are ver- 
tuous too; but 'tis as I believe ſome Men are valiaat , 
thro' fear — For why ſhou'd a Man court danger, or a 
Woman ſhun pleaſure. 

Mrs. Fore. O Monſtrous! What are Conſcience and 
Honour ? | 

Scan. Why, Honour is a publick Enemy ; and Con- 
ſcience a domeſtick Thief; and he that wou'd ſecure his 
pleaſure, mult pay a tribute to one, and go halves with 
t'other. As for Honour, that you have ſecur d, for you 
have purchas d a perpetual opportunity for pieaſure. 

Mrs. Fore. An opportunity for pleaſure! 

Scan. Aye, your Husband, a Husband is an opportu- 
nity for pleaſure ; ſo you have taken care of Honour, 
and *tis the leaſt I can do to take care of Conſcience. 

Mrs. Fore. And ſo you think we are free for one another? 

Scan. Yes Faith, I think fo; I love to ſpeak my mind. 

Mrs. Fore. Why then Vil ſpeak my mindnow as to 
this affair between you and me, Here you make love to 
me; why, Ill confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. Vour 
perſon is well enough, and your underſtanding is not a- 
mils, 

Scan. I have no great opinion of my ſelf; yet 1 think, 
I'm neither deform'd , nor a Fool. 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a villanous Aae 3 you: are 
a Libertine in ſpecch, as well as practice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you wou'd ſay, — you 
think it more dangerous to be ſeen in converſation with 
me, than to allow ſome other Men the laſt favour : you 
miſtake the liberty I take in talking, is purely affected, 
for the {ſervice of your Sex. He that firſt cries out top 
Thief, is often he that has ſtolen the Treaſure, I am a 
Jugler , that act by confederacy; and if you pleaſe, 
we'll put a trick upon the world. 

Mrs Fore, Aye; but you are ſuch an univerſal Jugler, - 

E 5 that 
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that I'm afraid you have a great many Confederates. 
Scan. Faith, I'm ſound 

Mrs. Fore. O, fie — Ul ſwear you're impudent. 

Scan. I'll ſwear your handſome. | 
Mrs. Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho? you did not 
think ſo. | | 

Scan. And you'd think ſo, tho' I ſhould not tell you 
ſo: And now think we know one anuther pretty well. 

Mrs. Fore, O Lord, who's here? 


Enter Mrs. Frail and Ben, 


Ben. Meſs , I love to ſpeak my mind Father has 
nothing to do with me— Nay, I can't ſay that neither; 
he has ſomething to do with me. But what do's that 
fignifie ? If ſo be, that I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by 
him; tis as tho'f he ſhould ſtrive againſt Wind and Tyde. 

Mrs, Frail. Aye, but my Dear, we muſt keep it ſecret, 
till the Eſtate be ſetled; for you know, marrying with- 

out an Eſtate, is like failing in a Ship without Ballaſt. 
Ben. He, he, he; why that's true; juſt fo for all the 
world it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes. | 

Mrs. Frail And tho'I havea good portion ; you know 
one wou'd not venture all in one bottom. | 

Ben. Why that's true again ; for may- hap one bottom 
may ſpring a leak, You have hit it indeed, Meſs you've 
nick'd the Channel. | 

Mrs, Frail. Well , but if you ſhou'd forſake me after 
all, you'd break my heart. 

Ben, Break your heart? I'de rather the Mary. gold ſhou'l 
break her Cable in a ſtorm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, 
you don't think I'm falſe-hearted, like a Land. man. A 
Sailer will be honeſt, tho'f may-hap he has never a 
penny of mony in his Pocket May-hap I may not have 
ſo fair a face, as a Citizen or a Courtier; but for all that, 
Tve as good blood in my veins, and a heait as found as 2 
Bisket. f | 

8 Mrs, 
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Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always ? 
Ben, Nay, an I love once, Il ſtick like pitch; VI 
tell you that. Come, I'll ſing you a Song of a Sailor. 
Mrs, Frail. Hold, there's my Siſter, Ill call her to 
not I hear it. | 
Mrs. Fore, Well; I won'tgoto bed to my Husband 
ou to night; becauſe I'll retire to my own Chamber, and 
I. think of what you have ſaid. 5 | 
Scan. Well; You'll give me leave to wait upon you to 
your Chamber- door; and leave you my laſt Inſtructions ? 
Mrs, Fore. Hold , here's my Siſter coming toward us. 
Mrs Frail, If it won't interrupt you, I'll entertain you 
has with a Song. 
er; Ben. The Song was made upon one of our Ships- 
hat Crew's Wife; our Boat-{wain made the Song: may-hap 
by you may know her, Sir; before ſhe was marry'd , ſhe 
yde. was call'd buxom Joan of Deptford. 


oy Scan. I have heard of her, [ Ber. Sings. 
Ith- | | : 

* BAL E A 

ow i t . 

1 Set by Mr. John Eccles. 

a've 


Soulilier and a Sailor, 
frer A Tinker and a Tailor, 
Had once a doubtful ſtrife, Sir, 
ud maße a Maid a Wife, Sir, 
Whoſe name was Buxom Joan. 
For now the time was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended, 
To lick her lips at Men, Sir, 
And gnaw the ſheets in vain, Sir, 
ud lie o nights alone. 


The 
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The Souldier ſwore like Thunder. 
He lov'd her more than Plunder ; 


And ſnew'd her many a Scar, Sir, | 
That he had brought from far, Sir. i 5 
Mith fighting for her ſake | ent 
The Tailor thought to pleaſe her, 
Hith off ring her his meaſure. 8⁰ 
The Tinker too with mettle, me 
Said he could mend her kettle, ma 
And ſtop up ev ry leak, FE 

. 5. an 

Put while theſe three were prating, ab 
The Sailor ſlily waiting le 


Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir: W. 
He then might play his part. | 5 

And juſt t en as he meant, Sir, 

To Logger heads they went, Sir, 

And then he let fly at her, 

A ſnot 'twixt wind and water, 
That won thu fair Maids heart. 


Ben. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, 
are not gone, you ſhall fee, that we Sailors can dance 
ſometimes , as well as other folks.  [Whiſltes. 
I warrant that brings em, an they be within hearing. 


Enter Seamen. 


Oh there they be And Fiddles along with'em; come, 
my Lads, let's have a round, and I'll make one. Dang 
Ben. We're merry folk, we Sailors, we han't-mnch 
3 a 


2 
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to care for. Thus we live at Sea; eat Bisket, and drink 
Flip; put on a clean ſhirt once a Quarter Come home 
and lie with our Landladies on-e a year, get rid of a little 
mony; and then put off with the next fair wind. How 
d'ee like us? | 

Mrs. Frail. O' you are the happyeſt, merrieſt men alive. 

Mr. Fore. We're beholding to Mr. Benjamin for this 
entertainment. l believe it's lite. 

Ben Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beſt 
go to bed. For my part, 1 mean to toſs a Can, and re- 
member my Sweet-heart, a- fore I turn in; may-hap I 
may dream of her. | | 

Mrs Fore, Mr. Scandal, you had belt go to bed and 
dream too. 1 | 

Scan. Why Faith, I havea good lively imagination, 
and can dream 23 much to the purpo'c is another, if! ſet 
about it : But dreaming is the poor retreat of a lazy, hope- 
leſs, and imperfect Lover; *tis the laſt glimpſe of love to 
worn out Sinners, and the faint dawaing of a bliſs to 
wiſhing Girls, and growing Boys. | 


There's nouzht but willing , waking Love that can 


Make bleſs the ripen d Maid, and finiſn'd Man. 
| | ¶Exeunt. 


— 
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We -g e . | 


e. 
SCENE . 
Valentine's Lodging. 
Enter Scandal, and Jeremy. 


Scan. Wu. Is yaur Maſter ready? do's he look 
madly , and talk madly ? 
2 Fer. Yes, Sir; you need make no great FA of 
that; he that was ſo near turning Poet yeſterday mor- 
ning, can't be much to {cck in playing the Madman 
to-da | 
Sean. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the 
reaſon of his deſign? 
er. No , Sir, not yet; : He has a wied to try, 

whether his playingthe Madman , won't make her play 
the Fool, and fall in love with him ; or at leaſt own that 
ſhe has loy'd him all this while , and conceal'd it. 

Scan I ſaw her take coach juſt now wi:h her Maid; 
and think I heard her bid the Coach man drive hither 

Fer. Like enough, Sir, for 1 told her Maid this 
morning, my Matter Was run ſtark mad only for love 
ofher Miſtreſs; I hear à Coach ſtop ; if it ſhould be ſhe, 
Sir, I believe he would not ſee her, till he hears how ſhe 
takes it. 

Scan. Well, I'Il try her —'tis ſne, here ſhe comes. 


Enter 


LOVE for LOVE. 79 


Enter Angelica with Jenny, 
2M Enter Ang Jenny | 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, 1 ſuppoſe you don't think it a 
novelty, to ſee a Woman viſit a Man at his own lod- 
gings in 2 morning. | | | 

Scan. Not upon a kind occaſion Madam; but when 
a Lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd Lover, and 
make manifeſt the cruel triumphs of her Beauty; the 
barbarity of it, ſomething ſurprizes me. 

Ang. I don't like;Raillery from a ſerious face - pray 
tel] me what 1s the matter. HE 

Fere, No ſtrange matter, Madam; my Maſter's mad, 
that's all: I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip his thaught him {6 a 


ok great while. 
Ang. How d'ye mean, mad? | 
of Fere, Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his wits 


or- | juſt as he was poor for want of money; his head is e' en 
zan as light as his pockets; and any body that has a mind to a 
bad bargain, can't do better than to beg him for his Eſ- 
the tate. | „ 
Ang. If you ſpeak truth, your endeavouring at wit is 


1. very unſeaſonable 
ay Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. (Aſide 
nat Ang Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo 


much inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for a Man 
d; I muſt own my ſelt oblig'd to pray tell me truth. 
Scan. Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a lie would 


his mend the matter. But this is no new effect of an unſuc- 
ve ceſsful Paſſion. 5 „ 
ie, Ang. aſide. ] I know not what to think - Vet I ſhou'd 


ſhe be vext to have a trick put upon me May I not ſee him? 

Scan. I'm afraid the Phyſician is not willing you ſhaud 
ſee him yet—Feremy , go in and enquire. [Exit Jere. 
Ang. Ha! I ſaw him wink and ſmile - I fancy tis a 
trick Il try I would diſguiſe to all the world a fail - 
ing, vwrhich I muſt own to you l fear my happineſs de- 
| | pends 


ter 


: "5 5 4 ll 
pends upon the recovery of Valentine: therefore I con: 
jure you, as you archis Friend, and as you have com- 
paſſion upon one fearful of afſliction, to tell me what [ 
am to hope for I cannot ſpeak- But you may tell me, 
tell me, for you know hat I wou'd ask? 

Scan. So, this is. pretty plain - Be not too much con- 
cern'd, Madam; 1 hope his condition is not deſperate : 
an acknowledgment of love from you, perhaps, may 
work a cure; as the fear of your averſion occaſion'd his 
diſtemper. 

Ang. aſide | Say you ſo; nay, then 'm convinc'd: 
And it 1 don't play trick for trick, may I never taſte the 
pleaſure of revenge Acknowledgment of love! | find 
you have miſtaken my compaſſion , and think me guilty 
of a weakneſs | am a ſtranger to. But I have too much 
ſincerity to deceive you, and too much charity to ſuffer 
him to be deluded with vain hopes. Good nature and 
humanity oblige me to be concern'd for him ; but to love 
is neither in my power nor inclination; and if he can't 
be cur'd without I ſuck the poyſon from his wounds, 
I'm afraid he won't recover his ſenſes till I loſe mine. 
Scan. Hey, brave Woman, I faith Won't you ſee 
him then, if he defire it? 

Ang. What ſignifie a Madman's deſires ? Beſides , 
*twou'd make me uneaſie - It I don't ſee him, perhaps 
my concern for him may leſſen It I forget him, *tis no 
more than he has done by himſelf : and now the ſurprize 
is over, methinks I am not. half ſo ſorry for him as ! 
Was— g 

Stan. So, faithgood nature works a- pace; you were 

confeſſing juſt now an obligation to his love. 

Ang But I have conſider'd that Paſſions are unreaſo- 
nable and in voluntary; if he loves, he can't help it; and 
if l don't love, l can t help it; no more than he can help 
his being a Man, or l my being a Woman; or no more 
than 1 can help my want of inclination to ſtay longer 
here - Come, Fenn. [Ex: Ang. and jenny. 

8 Scan. 
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Scan. Humh An admirable compoſition, faith, 
this ſame Womankind, 


Enter Jerem y. 


Fere. What, is ſne gone, Sir? ä 

Scan. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor any where 
elle; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you neither. 

Fere. Good lack! What's the matter now? Are any 
more of us to be mad? Why, Sir, my Maſter longs to 
ſee her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with the 
joyful news of her being here. 

Scan. We are all under a miſtaxe - Ask no queſtions , 
for 1 can't reſolve you; but I'll inform your Maſter. In 
the mean time, if our Project ſucceed no better with his 
Father, than it does with his Miſtreſs, he may deſcend 
from his exaltation of madneſs into the road of common 
ſenſe, and be content only to be made a fool with other 
reaſonable people. I hear Sir Sampſon, you know your 
cue; i'll to your Maſter, ( Exit. 


Enter Sir Sampſon Legend wit b a Lawyer. 


Sir Samp. D'ye ſee, Mr. Buckrum, here's the paper 
fign'd with his own hand. 

Buck. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready 
drawa in this box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 

Sir Samp. Ready, body o ine, he muſt be ready; his 
ſham ſickneſs ſhan't excuſe him O, here's his ſcoun- 
drel. Sirrah, where's your Maſter ? | 

Fere. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 

dir Samp Gone What, he is not dead? 

Fere, No, Sir, not dead. 

Sir samp · What, is he gone out of Town, run away, 
hi! has he trick t me? ſpeak, Varlet. | | 

Fere. No, no, Sir; he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he 
were but as ſound, poor Gentleman, He is indeed here, 

5 F Sir 


Sir, and not here, Sir. 
Sir Samp Hey day, Raſcal, do you banter me? Sir. 
rah, d'ye banter me - Speak Sirrah, where is he, for ! 
will find him. | 
Fere. Would you could, Sir; for he has loſt himſelf. 
Indeed, Sir, I have a molt broke my heart about him= 
I can't refrain tears when I think of him, Sir; I'm as 
melancholy for him as a paſſing-bell, Sir; or a horſe in 
a pound. 5 | 
Sir Samp. A Pox confound your ſimilitudes, Sir 
Speak to be underſtood , and tell me in plain terms what 
the matter is with him, or VII crack your fools skull. 
Fere. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the matter with 
him. Sir; his skull's crack'd, poor Gentleman; he's 
ſtark mad, Sir. 
Sir Samp. Mad! 
Buckr. What, is he non compos? 
Fere. Quite nou compos, Sir. 
Buckr, Why then all's obliterated , Sir Sampſon , if he 
be non compos mentis, his act and deed will be of no effect, 
it is not good in Law. 9 5 | 
Sir Samp. Oo'ns, I wor't believe it; let me ſec him, 
Sir—Mad, I'll make him find his ſenſes, 

Fere. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; III knock at the 
> nn. | 
(Goes tothe Scene , which opens and diſcovers Valentine 

upon a couch diſorderly dreſs'd , Scandal by him. 
Sir Samp How now, what's here to do ?— 


| Val. Ha! who' that? Karting.) 
Scan. For Heay'ns fake ſoftly, Sir, and gently; don't 
provoke him, 


Val. Anſwer me; Who is that? and that? 

Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me? Is he 
miſchievous? Ill ſpeak gently - Val, Val, do'ſt thou not 
know me, Boy? Not know thy own Father, Val! l 
am thy own Father , and this is honeſt Brief Buckram the 


Val. 


Lawyer, 


thondo, boy ? 
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val Tt may be ſo -] did not know you the world is 
full There are people that we do know, and people that 
we do not know ; and yet the Sun ſhines upon all alike 
There are Fathers that have many Children ; and there 
are Children that have many Fathers tis ſtrange! Put 
lam Truth, and come to give the world the lie. | 

Sir Samp Body o me, I know not what to ſay to 
him. | 

Val. Why does that Lawyer wear black ?-w Does he 
carry his Conſcience o'th'out ſide? Lawyer, what ait 
thou? Doſt thou know me? 

Buckr O Lord, what muſt I ſay ?— Yes, Sir, 

Val. Thou lieſt, forl am Truth. *Tis hard I cannot 
get a lively hood amongſt you. I have been ſworn out of 
Weſtminſter = Hall the firſt day of every Term Let me 
ſee — no matter how long— But Ill tell you one thing; 
it's a queſtion that would puzzle an Arithmetician, af 
you ſhould ask him, whether the Bible ſaves more Souls 
in Weftminfter- Abby , or damns more in Weſtminſter- Hall : 
For my part, I am Truth, and can't tell; I have very 
few acquaintance, | 

Sir Samp. Body o' me, he talks ſenſibly in his mad- 
neſs— Has he no intervals ? 

Fere. Very ſhort, Sir. | 3 

Buckr. Sir, I can do you no ſervice while he's in this 
condition: here's your paper, Sir He may do me a 
miichief if I ſtay— The Conveyance is ready, Sir. If 
he recover his ſenſes. [ Exit. 

Sir Samp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. 

Scan. You'd better let him go, Sir; and ſend for him 
if there be. occaſion ; for I fancy his preſence provokes 
him more. 

Val. 1s the Lawyer gone? 'its well, then we may 
drink about without going together by the ears= Heigh 
ho! What a clock ist? My Father here! Your bleſſing, 
oy: +> 
Sir'Samp. He recovers = bleſs thee, Val = How mY 
11 Val. 
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Val. Thark you, Sir, pretty well I have been 3 
little out of order; won't you pleaſe to ſit, Sir? 

Sir Samp. Ay, boy— Come, thou ſhalr fit down by 
me. | 

Val. Sir, tis my duty to wait. 

Sir Samp Ns , no, come, come, ſit you down, 
honeſt Val: How do'ſt thou do? let me feel thy pulſe — 
Oh, pretty well now, Val: Podyo' me, | vas ſorry to 

ſee thee indiſpoſed: But I'm glad thou'rt better, honelt 
Val. | 
Pal. I thank you, Sir. : | 

Scan. Miracle! the Monſter grows loving. [D Aſide. 
Sir Samp. Let me feel thy hand again, Fal: it docs 
not ſhake—l believe thou can'ſt write, Val: Ha, boy? 
Thou can'ſt write thy name, Val, — Jeremy, ſtep and 
overtake Mr. Buckram, bid him make haſte back with 
the Conveyance—quick—quick | In whiſper to Jeremy.) 

22 Exit. ſere. 
Scan. aſide. That ever I ſhou'd ſuſpect ſuch a Heathen 
of any remorſe ! a Thad HE 

Sir Samp. Do'ſt thou know this paper, Val: I know 
thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform articles, 

- { Shews him the paper, but holds it out of his reach. 

Val. Pray let me ſee it, Sir. Youholdit ſo far off, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no. 


Sir Samp. See it, boy? Aye, aye, why thou do'ſt 


ſee it—'tis thy own hand, Val. Why, let me ſec, Ican 
read it as plain as can be: Look you here [reads] The Con- 
dition of this Obligation — Look vou, as plain as can be, fo 
it begins And then at the bottom As witneſs my hand, 
AL ENTINE LEGEND. in great Letters. 
Why, tis as plain as the noſe in one's face: What, are my 
eyes better than thine? I believe I can read it farther off 


yet let me ſe. [ Stretehes his arm as far as he can.] 


yal Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 

Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou Aye, with 
all my heart What matter is it who holds it? Vihes 
7 N e "mall 
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need any body hold it?— I'll put it vp in my pocker, 
Val: And then no body need hold it [ puts the paper in his 


pocket, ] There Val; it's ſafe enough, boy— Bur thou 


ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou halt ſet thy hand to 2 
* little Val. 


Re- enter Jeremy with Buckram. 


Val. What, is my bad genius here again! Oh no, tis 
the Lawyer with an itching palm; and he's come to be 


| ſcratch'd=— My nails are not long enough Let me have 


a pair of red hot tongues quickly, quickly, and you ſhall 
ſee me act St, Dunſtan, and lead the Devil by the noſe. 

Bucer. O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture my 
ſeit with a Madman. [ Exit, Buckram. 

Val Ha, ha, ha; you need not run fo fait, Honeſty 
will not overtake you— la, ha, hi, the Rogue * 
me out to be in er Pauperis preſently. 

Sir Samp, Oo'ns ! what a vexation is here! I know not 
what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who's that , that's out of his way I am Truth, 


and can ſet him right—Hearkee, Friend, the ſtraight 


road is the worſt way you can go—He that follows his 
noſe always, will very often be led into a ſtink, Proba- 
tum eſt. But whatare you for? Religion or Politicks ? 


There's a couple of topicks for you, no more like one 


another than oyl and vinegir, and yet thoſe two beaten 
together by a State-Cook, make ſauce for the whole na- 
tion. 

Sir Samp What the Devil hid 1 to do, ever to bee 
Sons? Why did lever marry ? 

Val. Becauſe thou wer't a Monſter ; old boy. —The 
two greateſt Monſters in the world area Man and a Wo- 
man ? what's thy opinion? 

Sir Samp. Why, my opinion is, that thoſe two Mon- 
ſters join'd together, make yet a greater, that's a here 
794 his Wife. 
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Val. A ha! old truepenny, ſay'ſt thou ſo? thou haſt 


- mck'd it — But its wonderful ſtrange, Jeremy! 


Fere What is, Sir? 
Val. That gray hairs ſhou'd cover a green head —and I 
make a Fool of my Father. 


Enter Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight „ and Frail. 


Val. What's here! Erra Pater? or a bearded Sybil? If 
Prophecy comes, Truth mutt give place [ Exit with i ere, 

Fore. What ſays he? What, did he propheſie? Ha, 
Sir Sampſon , bleſs us ! How are we? 
Sir Samp. Are we; Apox o your prognoſtication— 
Why, we are Fools as we ule to be—Oo'ns, that you 
cou'd not foreſee that the Moon wou'd predominate, and 
my Son be mad—W here's your Oppolitions,your Trines, 
and your Quadrates? What did your Cardan and your 
Ptolomee tell you? Your Meſſahalah and your Longomon- 
tanus: your Harmony of Chiromancy with Aſtrology? 
Ah! pox on't, that I that know the World, and Men 
and Manners , that don't believe a ſyllable in the sky and 
Stars, and Sun and Almanacks, and traſh, ſhould be di- 
rected by a Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and defer buſi- 
neſs in expectation ot a lucky hour. When, body o me, 
there never was a lucky hour after the firſt opportunity. 
| Ny | | [Exit Sir Samp. 
Fore. Ah, Sir Sampſon, Heav'n help your head — This 
is none of your lucky hour; Namo omnibus horis ſapit. 
What, is he gone, and in contempt of Science! Ill Stars 
and unconverted ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You mutt excuſe his paſſion, Mr. Foreſight; for 
he has been heartily vex'd— His Son is non compos mentis. 
and thereby incapable of making any conveyance in 
Law; ſo that all his meaſures are dilappointed, 

Fore. Ha? ſay you ſo? | 

Frail. What, has my Sea - Lover Joſt his anchor of hope 


then? Aſide to Mrs. Foreſight. 


Mrs. Fore. Oh Siſter, what will you do with him? 


fo! 
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Frail. Do with him, ſend him to ſea again in the next 
foul weather—He's us d to an inconſtant element, and 
won't be ſurpriz'd to ſee the tide turn d. 

Fore, Wherein was miſtaken, not to foreſee this? 

[ Conſider s. 

Scan. Madam , you and I can tell him 3 elſe⸗ 

that he did not forelee , and more particularly reiating 


to his owa fortune. [ Aſide to Mrs Foreſight. 


Mrs. Fore, What do you mean? I don't underſtand 
ou. 
i Scan. Huſh, ſoftly— the pleaſures of lat night, my 
Dear, too conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon. 
Mrs, Fore. Laſt night! and what wou'd your impu- 
dence infer from laſt night? laſt night was like the night 
before, I think. 


Scan. *S'death do you make no difference between me 


and your Husband ? $ 

Mrs. Fore. Not much, — he's ſuperſtitious and you 
are mad in my opinion, 

Scan. You make me mad— You are not ſerious 
Pray recollect your ſelt. 

Mrs. Fore, O yes, now remember, you were very 
impertinent and impudent, — and would have come to 
bed to me. 

Scan. And did not? 

Mrs. Fore. Did not! with what ibn can you ask the 
queſtion ? 

Scan. This I have heard of before, but never believ'd. 
I have been told ſhe had that admirable quality of forget- 
ting to a man's face in the morning, that ſhe had layn 
with him all night, and denying favours with ma 


impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant em. Madam, I'm, 


your humble Servant, and honour you. — You look 
pretty well, Mr. Foreſeght;— How did you reſt laſt 
night? 

Fore. Truly Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with bro- 


ken dreams and diſtracted viſions, that I remember little. 
„ Scan. 


1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
! 
| 


— 
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Scan. Twas a very forgetting night. — But would 
you not talk with Valentine? perhaps you may underſtand 
him; I'm apt to believe there is ſomething myſterious 
in his diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think him inſpir'd 
than mad. 

Fore. You ſpeak with ſingular good judgment, Mr. 
Scandal, truly— lam inclining to your Turkiſh opinion 


in this matter, and do reverence a man whom the vulgar 


think mad. Let us go in to him. 
Frail. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; Vil find out my 
Lover, and give him his diſcharge, and come to you. 


O' my conſcience here he comes. 


¶ Exeunt Foreſight, Mrs. Fore. and Scandal: | 


Enter Ben. 


Ben. All mad, Ithink==#leſh, I believe all the Ca- 


lentures of the ſea are come aſhore , for my part. 

Frail. Mr. Benjamin in choler ! 

Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have found 
you ,—Meſs, I've had ſuch a hurricane upon your ac- 
count yonder.— | 

Frail. My account , pray what's the matter ? 

Ben. Why, Father came and found me ſquabling with 
yon chitty fac'd thing, as he would have me marry.— 
ſo he ask d what was the matter. He ask'd in a ſurly ſort 
of a way - (It ſeems Brother Val is gone mad, and ſo that 


put'n into a paſſion; but what did | know that, what's 


that to me ?)—So he ask'd in a ſurly fort of manner ,- 
and Gad I anſwer'd 'n as ſurlily. What thof' he be my Fa- 
ther, I an't bound Prentice to en: — ſo faith 1 told 'n in 
plain terms, if I were minded to marry, Ide marry to 
pleaſe my ſelf, not him; and for the young woman that 
he provided for me, I thought it more fitting for her to 
learn her Sampler, and make dirt pies, than to look a- 
ter a Husband ; for my part I was none of her man — I 


t 
: . 
J 
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Frail. So then you intend to go to ſea ag in? 

Ben. Nay , nay, my mind run upon you, — but L 
wou'd not tell him ſo much. — So he ſaid he'd make my 
heartake; and if ſo be that he cou'd geta Woman to his 
mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, ſays l, an you play 
the fool and marry at theſe years, there's more danger of 
your head's aking than my heart.— He was woundy an- 
gry when I gav'n that wipe. — He had 'nt a word to ſay, 
and ſol left 'n, and the green Girl together; — May-hap 
the Bee may bite, and he'l marry her himſelf, with al! 
my heart. 

Frail And were you this undutiful and graceleſs wretch 
to your Father ? 

Ben. I hen why was he graceleſs firſt?—if I am unduti- 


ful and graceleſs: why did he beget me ſo? I did not get 


my ſelf. 


Frail O Impiety! how have | been miſtaken ! what an | 
inhumane mercileſs creature have 1ſet my heart upon? O 


am happy to have diſcover'd the ſhelves and quickſands 
that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling face. 


Ben. Hey toſs! what's the matter no-? why you 


ben't angry, be you? 

Frail. O ſce me no more, — for thou wert born 
àamongſt Rocks, ſucki'd by Whales, cradled in a tempeſt, 
and whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art come forth with 
finns and ſcales, and three rows of teeth, a moſt outra- 
vious Fiſh of prey. 


Ben. OLord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young Wos, 


man, Love has turn'd her ſenſes, her brain is quite over- 
ſet, Well-a-day , how ſhall Ido to ſet her to rights? 
Frail. No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, lam wife 
enough to find you out. Had'ſt thou the impudencs to 
aſpire at being a Husband with that ſtubborn and diſobe- 


dient temper ?—You that know not how to {ſubmit to 2 


Father , pretume to have a ſufficient ſtock of duty to un- 
dergo a Wife? 1 ſhould have been finely fobb'd indeed, 
very finely fobb'd, N 
bs N F 5 | Ben. 
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Ben Hearkee forſooth : If fo be that you are in you? 
right ſenſes, d'ee ſee; for ought as I perceive Pm like to 
be finely fobb'd ,—if I have got anger here upon your ac- 
count, and you are tack'd about already.—What d'ce 
mean, after all your fair ſpeeches, and ſtroaking my 
checks , and kiſſing and hugging , what wou'd you ſheer 
off ſo? wou'd you, and leave me a ground? 

Frail. No, ll leave you a-drift, and go which way 
you will. 2 

Ben. What, are you falſe-hearted then? 

Frail. Only the wind's chang' d. : 

Ben. More ſhame for you, the wind's chang'd ?=it's 
an ill wind blows no body good ,—may-hap | have good 
riddance on you, if theſe be your tricks, What d'ce 
mean all this while, to make a fool of me? | 

Frail. ay fool, but a Husband. 

Ben. Husband ! Gad | wou'd not be your Husband, 
if you wou'd have me; now I know your mind, thot' 
you had your weight in Gold and Jewels,and thof' | loy'd 
you never {o well. 

Frail, Why canſt thou love, Porpoiſe ? 

Ben. No matter whatl can do? don't call names, —1 
d n't love you ſo well as to bear that, whatever I did, 
I'm glad you ſhew your ſelf, Miſtreſs:. Let them mar- 
ry you, as don't know you: Gad i know you too well, 


by fad experience l believe he that marries you will go 


to ſea in a hen-peck'd Frigat l believe that, young Wo- 
man and may-hap may come to an anchor at Cuckolds- 
point; fo there's a daſh for you, take it as you will: may- 
hap. you may holla after me when I won't come too. 
| 8 LExit. 
Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't.— | 
My true Love is 20ne to ſeq == | Sings. 


Enter Mrs. Foreſight. 


O Siſter, had you come a minute ſooner, you would 
F Po” have 
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Have ſeen the reſolution of a Lover ,--- Honeſt Tarr and I 
are parted ;---and with the ſame indifference that we 
met: O' my life Lam half vex'd at the inſenſibility of a 
Brute that I deſpis'd. _ 

Mrs Fore. What then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 

Frail. Moſt tyrannically ,---for you ſec he has got the 
ſtart of me; and I the poor forſaken Maid am lefr com- 
plaining on the ſhore. But I'll tell you a hiat that he has 
given me; Sir Sampſon is enrag d, and talks deſperately 
of committing Matrimony him elf. If he has a mind to 
throw himſelf away, he can't do it more effectually than 
upon me, it we could bring it about 

Mrs. Fore. Oh hang him old Fox, he's tao cunning ; 
beſides he hates both you and me. But I have a project 
in my head for you, and I have gone a good way towards 
it. have almoſt made a bargain with Feremy Valentine's 
man, to tell his Maſter to us. 

Frail, Sell him, how ? 

Mrs Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, aud took 
me for her, and Jeremy ſays will take any body for her 
that he impoſes on him. Nowy I have promis'd him 
mountains, it in one of his mad fits he will bring you to 
him in her ſtead, and get you married together, and put 
to bed together; and after conſummation, Girl , there's 
no revoking. And if he ſhould recover his ſentes, he'll 
be glad at leaſt to make you a good Settlement. Here 
they come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me how you like 
the deſign. | 


Enter Valentine, Scandal , Foreſight , and Jeremy, 


Scan. And have you given your Maſter a hint of their 
Plot upon him ? | [ To Jere. 
Fere. Yes, Sir; heſays he'll favour it, and miſtake 
her for Angelica. | - 
Scan. It may make ſport, 
Fore, Mercy on us! 


Val. 
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Val. Huſht Interrupt me not — VII whiſper pre: 
diction to thee, and thou ſhalt propheſie; — I am Truth, 
and can teach thy tongue a new trick ,— I have told thee 
what's palt ,-— Now 1 tell what's to come; — Doſt 
thou know what will happen to marrow ? — Anſwer 
me not — for I will tell thee. To morrow, Knaves 
will thrive thro? craft, and Fools thro' fortune; and 
Honeſty will go as it did, froſt. nip't in a ſummer ſuit, 
Ask me queſtions concerning to morrow. 

Scan. Ask him, Mr. Foreſight. 
Fore. Pray what will be done at Court? 

Val. Scandal will tell you ;33» I am Truth, I never 
come there. | 

Fore. In the City ? 


Val. Oh, Prayers will be ſaid in empty Churches, at 
the utual hours, Yet you will ſee ſuch zealous faces be- 
hiad counters, as if Religion were to be fold in every 
ſhop. Oh things will go methodically in the City, the 
Clocks will ſtrike twelve at noon, and the horn'd Herd 
buz inthe Exchange at two. Wives and Husbands will 


dri ve diſtinct trades, and care and pleaſure ſeparately oc- 


cupy the family Coffee-Houſes will be full of ſmoak 
and ſtratagem. And the cropt Prentice, that ſweeps his 


Maſter's ſhup in the morning, may ten to one, dirty his 


ſheers before night. But there are two things that you 
will ſee very ſtrange; which are wanton Wives, with 
their legs at liberty, and tame Cuckolds, with chains 
about their necks. But hold, I muſt examine you before 
go further; You look lulpiciouſly. Are you a Hus. 


band? 


Fore. | am married. 

Fal. Poor Creature! Is your Wife of Covent. Garden 
Parith ! 

Fore. No; St. Martins in the Fields. | 

Val. Alas, poor Man; his eyes are ſunk , and his 
hands H rivel'd ; his legs dwinl'd, and his back bow'd, 
Pray, pray, fora Metamorphoſis — Change thy ſhape, 


and ſhake off age; get thee Medea keitle , and be boil'd 
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a news, come forth with lab'ring Callous hands, a chine 
of ſteel, and Atlas ſhoulders. Let Jaliatotius trim the 
calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Vedettals ta 
ſtand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the face. Ha, 
ha, ha! That a Man ſhou'd have a ſtomach to a Wedding 
ſupper , when the Pidgeons ought rather to be laid to his 
feet, ha, ha, ha. | 

Fore His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan l believe it is a ſpring tide. | 


Fore, Very likely truly; You underſtand theſe mat. 


ters Mr Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer with 
you about thele things which he has utter'd. — His ſay- 
ings are very myſterious and hieroglyphical. 

Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my eyes 
ſo long? 

Fere. She's here, Sir. 

Mrs, Fore, Now, Siſter. 

Frail. O Lord, what muſt I ſay ? 

Scan. Humour him, Madam, by all means. 

Val. Where is ſhe ? Oh I ſee her — ſhe comes, like 
Riches, Health, and Liberty at once, to a deſpairing, 


| ſtarving, and abandon'd wretch. 


Oh welcome, welcome. 


Frail. How d'ce you, Sir? Can] ſerve you? 


val. Heark' ee; I have a ſecret to tell you Endy- 
mion and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount Larmos, 
and we'll be marry'd in the dead of night. — But ſay not 
a word. Hymen (hall put his Torch into a dark lanthorn, 
that it may be ſecret ; and Juno ſhall give her Peacock pop- 
py-water, that he may fold his ogling tail, and Argos's 


hundred eyes be ſhut, ha? No body ſhall know, but 


Jeremy. | 1 
Frail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret, it ſhall be done 
preſently. | | 
Val. The ſooner the better Jeremy, come hither -— 
cloſer — that none may over-hear us ; — Feremy, 1 can 


tell you newys; — Angelica is turn d Nun; and] am tur- 
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ning Fryar, and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of 
the Pope — Get me a coul & beads, that I may play my 
part. For ſhe'll meet me two hours hence in black and 
White, anda long Veil to cover the project, and we 


won't ſee one anothers faces, till we have done ſome. 


thing to be afham'd of; and then we'll bi uſn once for all. 
Enter Tattle, and Angelica. 


Jere. l' take care, and — 
Val. Whiſper. 
Ang.Nay,Mr, Tattle,if you make love to me; you ſpoil 
my deſign, for I intended co make you my Confident, 
Tat. But, Madam, to throw away your perſon , 
ſuch a perſon! and ſuch a fortune, on a Madman! 
Ang I never lov'd him till he was mad; but don't tell 
any body ſo. | 
Scan. Bow'sthis! Tattlemaking love o Angelica 
Tatt. Tell, Madam! alas you don't know me — I 
have much ado to tell your Latyfhip , how hong I have 
been in love with you but encourag'd by the impoſſi- 
bility of Valentine's making any more addreſſes to you, I 
have ventur'd to declare the very inmoſt paftten of my 
heart. Oh, Madam, look upon us both. There you 
ſee the ruins of a poor decayd Creature Here, a com- 
pleat and lively Figure, with youthand health & all his 
five lenſes in perfection, Madam; and to all this, the 
moſt paſſionate Lover — 
Ang O fir for ſhame, hold your tongue, A paſſionate 
Lover, and hve ſenſes in perfect ion! when you are as 
mad as Valentine, LI believe you love me, and the mad- 
deſt ſhall take me. 
yal lt is enough. Ha! Who's here? 
Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all, [To Jeremy. 
Fere. No, no, adam, he won't knowher; if he 
ſnou'd, Icanperſuade him. : 
Tal. Scandal, who are alltheſe? Foreigners? If they 


are, #11 tell you what I think — Get away all the Com- 
| pany 
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pany but Angelica, that I may diſcover my deſign to her. 
SER [ Whiſper. 
Scan. Iwill, — I have diſcover'd ſomething of Tattle. 
that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail He Courts Angelica. If 
we cou'd contrive to couple em together — Heark'ee — 
Mrs. Fore. He won't know you, Couſin, he knows 
no body. | 
Fore. But he knows more than any body ,— Oh Neice, 
he knows things paſt and to come, and all the profound 
ſecrets of time. | | 
Tatt. Look you, Mr. Foreſight, It is not my way to 


make many words of matters, and fol ſnan't ſay much, 


But in ſhort, de'e ſee, I will hold you a hundred Pound 
now, that I know more ſecrets than he. 
| Fore. How ! I cannot read that knowledge in your 
face, Mr. TIattle Pray, what do you know? 

Tat. Why dee think I'll tell you, Sir! Read it in my 
face 2 No , Sir , 'tis written in my heart. And ſafer 


there, Sir, than Letters writ in juice of lemon, for no 


fire can fetch ĩt out. Iam no blab, Sir. 
Val. Acquaint Feremy with it, he may eaſily bring it 


about. — They are welcome, and Tl tell em ſo my 


felt. [ To Scandal] What, do you look ſtrange upon 
me ?— Then | muſt be plain. [ Coming up to them.] I 
am Truth, and hate an old Acquaintance with a new face. 

— [ Scandal goes aſide with Jeremy. 

Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Val. You ? Who are you? No, I hope not. 

Tatt. lam Jack Tattle, your Friend. 

Val. My Friend, what to do? Jam no married Man, 
and thou can'ſt not lie with my Wife: 1 am very poor, 
and thou can'ſt not borrow money of me: Then what 
employment have I for a Friend. 

Tatt. Hah ! A good open ſpeaker, and not to be truſt» 
ed with a ſecret. 

Ang. Do you know me, Valentine? 

= | | | Val. 
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yal. Oh very well. | 

Ang. Whoam I? 

Val. Yourea Woman One to whom Heav'n gave 
beauty, when it grafted Roſes on a Briar. You are the 
reflection of Heav'nina Pond, and he that leaps at you i 
ſunk. You are all white, a ſheet of lovely ſpotleſs paper, 
when you firſt are born; but you are to be ſcrawl'd and 
blotted by every gooſe's quill. Iknow you; for I loy'd 
a Woman, and lov'd her ſo long, that I found out a 
ſtrange thing : I found out what a Woman was good for, 

Tatt. Aye, prithee , what's that? 

Val. Why to keep a ſecret. 

Tatt. OLord! : 

Val. O exceeding good to keep a ſecret: For tho? ſhe 
ſhould tell, yer ſhe is not to be believ'd, | 

Tatt. Hah! good again, faith. - 

a I would have Muſick -— Sing me the Song that 
] likc_ | | 


5s KN 6. 
Set by Mr. Finger. 


Tel! thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve, 
And could again begin to love and live, 
To you 7 ſhould my earlieft Off ring give; 
I know my eyes would lead my heart to you, 
Ard I ſhould all my vows and oaths renew , 
Eut to be plain, I never would be true. 


2. 


For by our weak and weary truth, I find, 
Love hates to center in a point aſſigu d, 
But runs with joy the circle of the mind. 


Then 
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Then never let us chain what ſhould be free , 
But for relief of either Sex agree, 
Since Women love to change, and ſo do we. 


No more, for I am melancholly. [Malls muſing 
Fere. I'll do't, Sir. [To Scandal. 


Scan. Mr Foreſight , we had beſt leave him. He ma 
grow outragious, and do milchief, 
Fore, Iwill be directed by you. 

Fere. N You'll meet, Madam z— ll take care cvery 
to Frail. } thing ſhall be ready | 

Frail. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt, have what thou 
wilt, in ſhort, I will deny thee nothing. 

Tait. Madam, {hall I wattup nyou? [To Angelica. 

Ang, No, I'll tay with him - Mr Scandal will pro- 
tectme. Aunt», Mr. Tatile deſires you would give him 
leave to wait on you. | | 

Tatt Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has 
laid that — Madam, will you do me the honour ? 

Mrs, Fore, Mr. Tattle might have us'd leis ceremony. 

[Exennt Fore. Mrs. Fore, 

Scan Feremy, follow Tattle. [ Tatt. Frail. ſere. 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, 1 orily ſtay till my Maid comes, and 
becaule I had a mind to be rid of Mr, Tattle. 

Scan. Madam, Iam very glad that I overheard a bet- 
ter reaſon , which you gave to Mr. Taz7le ; ſor his imper- 
tinence forc'd you to acknowledge a kindneis for Palen- 
tine, which you deny'd to all his ſufferings and my ſollici- 
tations, So lll leave him to make uſe ot the diſcovery;and 
your Lady ſhip to the free confeſſion of your inclinations. 

Ang. Oh Heavens! You wont leave me alone with a 
Madman? 

Scan. No, Madam; ] only leave a Madman to his remedy. 

[Exit Scan. 

Val. Madam, you need not be very much afraid, for 
fancy I begin to come to my ſelf. 

Ang. Aye, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang'd [4ſ;de. 
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Val. You ſee whit difguifes Love makes us put on; 
Gods have been in counterfeited ſhapes for the ſame rea- 
ſon ; and the divine part of me, my mind, has worn 
this maſque of madneſs, and this motly livery , only 
as the Shave of Love, and menial creature of your Beauty, 
Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine! 
Pal. Nay faith, now let us underſtand one another, 
Hypocriſie apart, —The Comedy draws toward an end, 
and let us think of leaving acting, and be our ſelves; and 
fince you have lov d me, you muſt own I have at length 
deierv'd you ſhou'd confels it. | 


Ang Sighs } | would 1 had lov'd you——for Heaven 


knows I pity you; and could have foreſeen the ſad ef. 
fects, I wou'd have ſtriven; but that's too late, ['Sizh;, 

Val. What fad effects? W hat's too late? my ſeeming 
madneſs has deceiv'd my Father, and procur'd me time 
to think of means to reconcile me to him; and preſerve 
the right of my Inheritance to his Eſtate; which other- 
wiſe by articles, I muſt this morning have reſign'd: 
And this I had inform'd you of to day, but you were gone, 
before 1 knew you had been here. | 

Ang. How ! I thought your love of me had cansd 
this tranſport in your ſoul ; which, it ſeems, you only 
counterfeited, for by mercenary ends and ſordid intereſt, 

Val. Nay , now you do me wrong; for if any intereſt 
was conſidered, it was yours; ſince I thought I wanted 
more thin Love, to make me worthy of you. | 
- Ang. Then you thought me mercenary— But how 
am i deluded by this interval of ſenſe, to reaſon with a 
Madman? 

Val. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 

Enter jeremy. | 
Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable Creature= ſure he will 


nothavetheimpudence to perſevere Come, Jeremy, 


acknowledge your trick, and confeſs your Maſter's Mad- 
neſs counterfeit. | | 


Fere. Counterfeit , Madam! I'll maintain him to be 
| | | 1 jr 
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as abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any Freeholder in 
Bethlehem : Nay, he's as mad as any Projector, Fana- 
tick, Chymiſt, Lover, or Poet in Europe. 

Val. Sirrah, you lie; Iam not mad. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies it. 


Fere. O Lord, Madam , did you ever know any Mad- 


man mad enoughto own it? 

Val. Sot, can't you apprenend? 

Ang. Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 

Fere, Yes, Madam; he has intervals: But you ſee 
he begins to look wild again now. 

Val. Why you thick-skull'd Rafcal , I teil you the 
Farce is done, and 1 will be mad no longer. ¶ Reats tim. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ta, is he mad, or no, Feremy ? 

Jere. Partly l think — for he does not know his own 
mind two hours. l' m ſure I left him juſt now in a humour 
to be mad: And {think 1 have not found him very quiet 
at this preſent, Who's there? | { One knocks. 

Val. Go ſee, you Sot. I'm very glad that l can move 
your mirth, tho' net your compaſſion. ¶ Ex Jeremy. 

Ang. 1 did not think you had apprehenſion enough to 
be exceptious: But Madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, by 
over pretending to a found underftanding ; as Drunken 
men do by over acting ſobriety, I was half inelining to 
believe you, till I accidentally touch'd upon your tender 


part: But now you have reſtor'd me to my former opi- 


nion and compaſſion. | 
Enter Jeremy. | 
 Fere. Sir, your Father has ſent to know if you are any 
better yet— Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 

Val Stupidity ! You know the penalty of all l'm 
worth mult pay for the confeſſion of my ſenſes: l'm mad, 
and will be mad to every Body but this Lady. 

Fere. So Juſt the very backſide of Truth ,- But 
lying is a figure in ſpeech that inter lards the greateſt part 


of my converſation— Madam, your Ladyſhips Woman. 


| [ Goestothe Door. 
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. Enter Jenny. | . wy of 


Ang. Well, have you been there? — Come hither, 
Fenny. Les, Madam , Sir Sampſon will wait upon 
you preſently. [ Aſide to Angelica. 
Val. You are not leaving me in this uncertainty ? a 
Ang. Wou'd any thing but a Madman complain of 185 
uncertainty ? Uncertainty and expectation are the joys 
of life, Security is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking 
and eee, jm a wiſh, diſcovers the folly of the chaſe. 
Never let us know one another better; for the pleaſure 
ofa Maſquerade is done, when we come to ſhew: faces, 
But III tell you two things before | leave you; I am not 
the Fool you take me for; and you are mad and don't 
know it. [ Ex. Ang and Jenny, 
Val. From a Riddle, you can expect nothing but a 
Riddle. There's my inſtruction, and the Moral of my 
leſſon, ; | 


Re-enter Jeremy. | | 4 

Fere. What, is the Lady gone again, Sir? I hope 4 

you underſtood one another before ſhe went. : 

Val: Underſtood ! Shee is harder to be underſtood than 0 

a piece of Zgyptiian Antiquity , or an Iriſh Manuſcript ; * 

you may pore till you ſpoil your eyes, and not improve 
your knowledge. 

Fere. I have heard em ſay, Sir, they read hard Hebrew 1 
books backw¾ards; may be you begin to read at the wrong a 
end 

Val. They ſay ſo of a Witches pray 'r; and dreams and 
Dutch Almanacks are to be underſtood by contraries. But 
there'sregularity and method in that; ſhe is a Medal with- 
out a Reverſe or Inſcription ; for indifference has both 2 


ſides alike. Yet while ſhe does not ſeem to hate me, I 


will purſue her, and know her if it be poſſible, in ſpight A 
e 2 I 8 6 O 
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of the opinion of my ſatirical Friend, Scandal, who ſays 


hat Women are like Tricks by ſlight of hand, 
hich, to admire, we ſhoului not underſtand. 
[ Exennt 


SCENE 1 
A room in Foreſight's houſe. 
Enter Angelica and Fenny. 


Ang. 2 pon is Sir Sampſon? Did you not tell me, he 
| would be here before me ? 
Jenny · He's at the great glaſs in the dining room, Ma- 
dam, ſetting his cravat and wig. ; 
Ang. How! I'm glad on t — If he has a mind I 
ſhould like him, it's a fign he likes me; and that's more 


than half my deſign. 


Fenny | hear him, Madam. 

Ang. Leave me, and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhou'd 
come, orſend, I am not to be ſpoken with. | 
[ Exit Jenny. 


Enter Sir Sampſon. 


Sir Samb. I have not been honour'd with the commands 


of a fair Lady: a great while — Odd. Madam, you have 


revivd me— not ſince I was five aud thirty. 
Ang. Why you have no great reaſon to complain, Sir 


G 3 Samp- 
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Sampſam, that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp. Looks, but it is, Madam, a very great 
while ; to a Man that admires a fine Woman, as much 
as I do. | TY 
Am. You'rean abſolute Couitier, Sir Sampſon. | 

Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Odsbud you wrong 
me; lam not ſo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, on- 


Iya Man of words. dd, I have warm blood about me 


yet, can ſerve a Lady any way — Come, come, let 
me tell you you Women think a Man old too ſoon; faith 
and troth you do Come, don't deſpiſe fifty; o Id fif- 
ty, in a hale conſtitution, is no ſuch comtemptible age, 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible age! not at all, a very 
faſhionable age I think L aſſure you I know very con. 
ſiderable Beaus, that ſet a good fa e upon fifty. Fifty ! I 
have ſeen fifty in a ſide box by candle- light, out- bloſſom 
five and twenty. 

Sir Samp. O Pox , outſides, outſides; a pize take 
em, meer outſides. Hang your ſide- Box Beaus; no, 
I'm none of thoſe, none of your forc'd trees, that pre- 
tend to bloſſom in the fall; and bud when they ſhould 
bring forth fruit. I am of a long liv'd race, and inherit 
vigour: none of my amily married till fifty; yet they 
begot Sons and Daughters till fourſcore. I am of your 
Patriarchs, 1, a branch of one of your Antidelu vian 
Families, Fellows , that the Flood could not waſh away. 
Well , Madam , what are your commands ? Has any 


young Rogue affronted you, and ſhall I cut his throat? 
or | 
un No, Sir Sampſon, I have no quarrel upon my 
hands — I have more occaſion for your conduct than 
your courage at this time. To tell you the truth, Vm 
weary of living ſingle, and want a Husband. 5 

Sir Samp Odsbud, and tis pity you ſhould Odd, 
wou'd ſhe wou'd like me, then I ſhou'd hamper my 
young Rogues: Odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd ; faith and troth 
ſhe's devilim handſom. | 4ſide.} Madam, you deſerve : 

Pn WT, goo 
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good Husband , and *twere pity you ſhou'd be throwa 
away upon any of theſe young idle Rogues about the 
Town. Odd, there's ne'er a young Fellow worth 
hanging — that's a very young Fellow — Pize on em 
they never think beforehand of any thing ;—< And if 
they commit Matrimony , tis as they commit Murder, 
oat of a frolick : and are ready to hang themſelves, or to 
be hang'd by the Law, the next morning. =» Odfo , 
have a care, Madam. 

Ang. Therefore I ask your advice, Sir Sampſon : T 
have Fortune enough to make any Man eaſie that l can 


like; If there were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable 


Man , with a reaſonable ſtock of good- nature and lenſe — 
For I would neither have an abſolute Wit, nor a Fool. 

Sir Samp Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
find a young Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own eyes 1 
nor a Fool in the eye of the World, is a very hard task. 
But, faith and troth you ſpeak very diſcreetly ; for! hate 
both a W it and a Fool. 

Angl. She that marries a Fool, Sir Sampſon, commits 
the reputation of her honeſty or underſtanding to the cen- 
ſure of the World: And ſhe that marries a very witty Man, 
ſubmits both to the ſeverity and inſolent conduct of her 
Hus band. I ſhould like a Man of wit for a Lover, be- 
cauſe I would have ſuch an one in my power;but I would 
no more be his Wife, than his Enemy. For his malice 
is not a more terrible conſequence of his opens than 
his ſealouſie is of his Love. 

Sir Samp. None of old 7oreſight's 87570 ever utter'd 
ſuch a truth. Odsbud, you have won my heart: I hate 
a Wit; 1 had a Son that was {poil'd among em; a good 
hopeful Lad, till he learn'd to be a Wit—And might have 
riſen in the State But, a pox on't, his wit run him out 
of his money , and now his poverty has run him out of his 
wits. 

Ang. Sir Sampſon , as your Friend , I muſt tell you , 
you are very much abus d in that matter: He's no more 
G 4 mad 
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mad than you are. . | 
Sir Samp. How, Madam ! Wou'd I cou'd prove it. 

Ang. | can tell you how that may be done— But it is a 


thing that wou'd make me appear to be too much con 


cern'd in your affairs. 

Sir amp. Odsbud l believe ſhe likes me [Aſide ] = 
Ah, Madam, all my affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid 
at your feet: And I wiſh, Madam, they ſtood in a better 


poſture, that I might make a more becoming offer to a 


Lady of your incomparable beauty and merit.— f l had 
Peru in one hand, and Mexico in t'other, and the Eaſtern 
Empire under my feet, it would make me only a more 
glorious Victim to be offer'd at the Shrine of your beau- 
ty. | | 
Ang. Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the matter? 
Sir Samp. Odd , Madam, | love you— And if you 
wou'd take my advice in a Husband A 
Ang. Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon. I ask'd your advice 
fora Husband, and you are giving me your conſent—L 
was indeed thinking to propoſe ſomething like it in jeſt , 
to fatisfie you about Valentine: For if a Match were ſeem- 
ingly carried on, between you and me, it would oblige 
him to throw off his diſguiſe of madneſs, in apprehenſion 
of loſing me: For you know he has long pretended a paſ- 


ſion for me. 


Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious contrivance == 
If we were to go throw with it. But why muſt the Match 
only be ſeemingly carried on ? — Odd, let it be a real 
Contract. 

Ang. O fie, Sir Sampſon, what would the World ſay? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would ſay, you were a wiſe Wo- 


man, an Ia happy Man. Odd, Madam, I'll love you 


as long as I live; and leave you a good jointure when I 


Ga... 


Ang. Aye; But that is not in your power, Sir Samp- 


ſon; for when Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his ſenſes, he 
mult n ake over his inheritance to his younger Brother. 


LAN LOVE ws. 
Sir Samp. Odd, you're cunning, a wary baggage ! 
Faith and Troth I like you the better —But, I warrant 
you, I hwvea Proviſo in the Obligation in favour of my 
ſel Body o'me, I have a trick to turn the ſettlement 
upon the lſſue male of our two bodies begotten. Ods- 

bud, let us find Children, and I'll find an Eſtate. | 
Ang. Will you? well, do you find the Eſtate, and 
leave the t'other to me | 
Sir Samp. O Rogue! ButVll truſt you. And will you 
conſent? Is ita match then? | 
Ang Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Obli. 
gation ; and if I find what you propoſe practicable, 111 
give you my anſwer. | | | 
Sir Samp With all my heart; — Come in with me, and 
I'll lend you the Bond ,— You ſhall conſult your Lawyer. 
and I'll conſult a Parſon, Odzooks I'm a young Man; Od- 
zooks I'm a young Man and l'll make it appear Odd, 
you're deviliſh handſom; faith and troth you're very 
handſom, and I'm very young, and very luſty —. 
Osdbud, Huſſy, you know how to chuſe, and ſo do 
Odd, Ithinkwe are very well mer ;- Give me your hand, 
Odd let me kiſs it;'tis as warm and as ſoft as what? Od 
as t'other hand - give me t'other hand, and l'll mumble 
em, and kiſs em till they melt in my mouth | 
Ang. Hold, Sir Sampſon=—You're profuſe of your vi- 
gour before your time: You'llſpend your Eſtate before 
you come to it. N 
Sir Samp No, no, IL only give you a Rent: roll of my 
poſſeſſions — Ah! Baggage I warrant you for little 
Sampſon: Odd, Sampſon's a very good name for an able 
Fellow : Your Sampſons were ſtrong dogs from the be- 
ginning. TE 
Ang. Have a care, and don't over · act your part—If 
you remember, the ſtrongeſt Samſon of your name , 
pull'd an old houſe over his head at laſt, | 
Sir Samp Say you ſo, Huſſy? Come lets go then; 
Odd , I long to be pulling _—_ too; come away—Od- 
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'o, 4 e __ body coming. (Exeunt. 


Enter Tattle ad Jeremy. 


- Tatt. Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt now ? 

Fere. Aye, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the place of ap- 
pointment. Ah Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloic 
in this buſineſs, you'll certainly be the death of a Perſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary paſſion for your Honour's 
ſervice, 

Tatt. Aye, who sthat! ? 

Fere, Even my unworthy ſelf , Sir Sir, I _ had 
an appetite to be fed with your commands a great 
while ;-=And now, Sir, my former Maſter, having 
much troubled the fountain of his underſtanding , it is a 
very plauſible occaſion for me to quench my thirſt at the 
ſpring of your bounty l thought I cou'd not recommend 
my ſelt better to you, Sir, than by the delivery of a great 
Beauty and Fortune into your arms, whom I have heard 
you ſigh for. 

Tate. I'll make thy Fortune; ſay no more hen art 
a pretty Fellows, and can'ſt carry a meſſage to a Lady, 
in a pretty ſoft kind of phraſe, and with a good perſua- 
ding accent. 


Fere Sir, I have the ſeeds of Rhetorick and Oratory 


in my head I have been at Cambridge. 

Tatt. Ay; tis well enough for a Servant to be bred at 
an Univerſit; : Bur the Education is a little too pedantick 
for a Gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your nature, 
private, cloſe, ha? 

Fere. O Sir, for that Sir, tis my chief talent; I'm as 

ſecret as the head of Nilus. 
Tait. Aye? Who's he, tho? A Privy Conſellor ? 

Fere. Olgnorance 1 raft de] A cunning Zgyptian , Sir, 
that with his arms would over run the C ountry , yet no 
body could ever find out his head-Quarters. 

— Cloſe Dog! A — Whcremaſter , I warrant 


him 
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him — the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will 


J 
be veil'd like a Nun; and I mult be hooded like a Friar ; 


ha, Jeremy? | 


Fere. Aye, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to ſeize at firſt 
fight upon rhe quarry, It is the whim of my Maſter's 
madneſs to be ſo dreſs'd; and ſhe is fo in love with him, 
ſhe'll comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor Lady. 
I'm ſure ſhe'll have reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe finds 
what a happy exchange ſhe has made, between a Mad- 
man and ſo accompliſh'd a Gentleman | 

Tatt. Ay faith, ſo ſhe will, Jeremy: You're a good 
Friend to her, poor creature | {wear I do it hardly fo 
much in conſideration of my ſelf , as compaſſion co her. 

Fere. *Tis an act of Charity, Sir, to ſave a fine Wo- 
man with thirty thouſand Pound, from throwing her 
ſelf away. | 

Tati. So tis, faith — I might have ſav'd ſeveral others 
in my time; but | Gad I could never find in my heart to 
marry any body before. | 

Fere. Well, Sir, I'Il go and tell her my Maſter's com- 
ing; and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, with 
your diſguiſe, at your own lodgings. You mult talk a 
little madly , ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the tone of your voice. 

Tatt. No, no, let me alone for a Counterteit ;z== Fl 
be ready for you. | 


Enter Miss. 


Miſs. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! Im glad I have 
found you; I have been looking up and down for you 
like any thing, till I'm as tired as any thing in the world. 

Tatt. O Pox, how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh girl? 
e [. Afede. 

Miſs. OT have pure news, I can tell you pure news 
I muſt not marry the Seaman now== my Father ſays fo. 
Why won't you be my Husband ? Tou ſay you love _ 

| | . 155 . | An 
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and you won't be my Husband. And I know you may 
be my Husband now if you pleaſe. 
Tart. O fie, Miſs : Who told you fo, Child? 
Miſs. Why, my Father— I told him that you loy'd 
me. 

- Tatt. Ofie, Miſs, why did you do fo? and who told 

you ſo, Child? 
Miſs. Who? Why you did; did not you? 
= Tate. OPox, that was yeſterday , Miſs, that was « 
great while ago, Child. I have been aſleep ſince; ſlept 

a Whole night, and did not ſo much as dream of the 

matrer. | 
Miſs. Pſhaw , O but I dream't that it was ſo tho. 

* Tart. Ay, but your Father will tell you that dreams 
come by contraries, Child— O fie; what, we muſt 
not love one another now ——= Pſhaw, that would be a 
fooliſh thing indeed Fie, fie, you're a Woman now, 
and muſt think of a new Man every morning , and forget 
him every night No, no, to marry , is to be a Child 
again, and play with the ſame rattle always. O fie, mar- 
ry ing is a paw thing. : „ 

- Miſs. Well, but don't you love me as well as you did 
laſt night then? | "* 

- Tait. No, no, Child, you would not have me. 
Miſs. No? Yes butL would too. 
Tart. Pſhaw, but J tell you, you would not You 

forget you're a Woman, and don't know your own 
mind 

Mi. But here's my Father, and he knows my mind. 


| Enter Foreſight. 


. Fore. O, Mr. Tattle, your Servant, you are a cloſe 
Man, but methinks your love to my Daughter was a 
ſeeret | might have been truſted with. Or had you a 
mind to try if I could diſcover it by my Art hum, ha! 
I think there is ſomething in your phyſiognomy , 1 
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has a reſemblance of her ; and the Girlis like me. 


 Tatt. And io you wou'd infer, that you and I are 


alike— what do's the old Prig mean? I'll banter him, 
and laugh at him, and leave him. | Aſide.] I fancy you 
have a wrong notion of faces. | 

Fore. How? What? A wrong notion! How ſo? 

Tatt. In the way of Art: I have ſome taking features, 
not obvious to vulgar eyes; that are indications of a ſud- 
den turn of good fortune, in the lottery of Wives; and 
promiſe a great Beauty and great Fortune reſerved alone 
for me, by a private intriegue of Deſtiny , kept ſecret 
from the piercing eye of perſpicuity ; from all Aſtrolo- 
gers, and the Stars themſelves, | 

Fore, How ! I will make it appear that what you ſay 
is im poſſible. . 

Tatt. Sir, I beg your pardon, I'm in haſte— 

Fore. For what? | 

Tatt. To be married, Sir, married. 


Fore. Aye, but pray take me along with you, Sir— 


Tatt. No, Sir; tis to be done privately —1 never make 
Confidents | | , 

Fore, Well; but my conſent I mean Lou won't mar- 
ry my Daughter without my conſent ? | 1 

Tatt. Whol, Sir? I'm an abſolute ſtranger to you and 
your daughter, Sir. 

Fore. Hey day What time of the Moon is this? 

Tatt. Very true, Sir, and defire to continue ſo. I 
have no more love for your Daughter, than I hwe like- 
neſs of you; and I have a ſecret in my heart, which you 
wou' d be glad to know , and ſhan't know ; and yet you 
ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards. ['d have 
you to know, Sir, that Iam as knowing as the Stars, 
and as ſecret as the Night. And I'm going to be married 
Juſt now , yet did not know of it halt an hour ago; and 
the Lady ſtays for me, and does not know of it yet — 


There's a myſtery for you. I know you love to untic 


difficulties Or if you can't ſolve this; tay here a quar- 


ter 
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ter of an hour, and I'll come and explain it to you. 
5 Exit. 
uus. O Father, why will you let him go? ou you 
make him be my Husband? 
Fore Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacies portend ? 
Alas ! he's mad, Child, ſtark wild, 
' Miſs. What, and muſt not l have c'er a Husband then? 
What, muſt {go to bed to Nurſe again, and be a Child 
as long as ſhe's an old Woman? li. deed bur I won't: For 
now my mind is ſet upon a Man, I will have a Man ſome 
way or other Oh! methinks l'm tick when I think of 
'a Man; and if Ican't have one, I wou'd go to ſleep all 
my life: For when I'm awake, it makes me wiſh and 
long, and I don't know for what And I'd rather be al- 
ways a ſleeping, than ſick with thinking. 
Fore.” O fearful! I think the Girl's influenc'd too,. — 
Huſſy you ſhall have a rod. 
Mi(s. A fiddle of a rod, “Il have a Husband; and it 
you wont get me one, II get one for my ſelf: I mar- 
ry our Robb: the Butler, he fays he loves me, and he's a 
handſome Man, and ſhall be my Husband: I warrant 
hell be my Hucband and thank me too, for 55 told me 
ſo. 


/ Enter Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, — Nurſe. 


Fre. Did he o — TH difpatch him for't preſently 
Roger Oh, Nurſe, come hirher. 
Neutſe W hat is your Worftüp's pleaſure * 
FPyore. Here, take your young Miſtrefs, and lock ker 
vpprefently , till farther orders from me—not a word 
Huffy Do what bid you, no reply, away. And bid 
Robin make ready to give an account of his Plate and Lin- 
nen, d'ee hear , de goniewinal vid you. 
(Ex. Nurſe ani Miſs. 
ir Fore. What? she matter, Husband'? 
De is not convenient to tellyou now Mr. Sande 
9” eav'n 


fre 


F: 


4 


? 


LOVE f OE "tr 
Heav'n keep us all in our ſenſes l fear there is a contagi- 
ous Frenzy abroad. How does Palentine? 


* Sean. Ol hope he will do well again ] have a meſſage 
from him to your Niece Angelica. 
17 Fore. I think ſhe has not return d, ſince ſhe went abroad 
with Sir Sampſon. 
5 | 
1 Enter Ben. 
S Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr. Benjamin , he can tell us if his 
of Father be come home. | | 
all Ben Who, Father? ay, he's come home with a ven- 
nd geance. | 
5 Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the matter? 
| Ben. Matter? Why he's mad. 
_ Fore. Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 


Ben. And there's the handſome young Woman, ſhe, 
it * hoy {ay , Brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, I 
think. | 

5 Fore. O my poor Niece, my poor Niece, is ſne gone 

nt too? Well, 1 ſhall run mad next. 

55 Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad ? how d' ee mean? 
Ben. Nay, |'Ilgive you leave to gueſs I'll under- 
take to make a voyage to Antegoa — No, hold, Imayn't 
ſay ſo neither But I'll fail as far as Ligorn, and back 
again, before you ſhall gueſs at the matter, and do no- 

y; thing elſe: Meſs you may take in all the points of the 

 Compats , and not hit right. | gs 
Mrs. Fore, Your experiment will take up a little too 
per much time. | | 

wi Ben. Why then I'll tell you: There's a new wedding 

bid upon the ſtocks , and they two are a going to be married 

in- to rights. | 


Sean. Who? | | . 
Ge Ben. Why Father and — the young Woman. I can't 
| hit of her name. g 


lab Scan, Angelica? 
|; Bens 
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Ben. Aye, the ſame. . | 
Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſon and Angelica, impoſſible! 
Ben. That may be but I'm ſure it is as I tell you. 

Scan. S death it's a jeſt. I can't believe it. 

Ben. Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me, whether 
you believe it or no. What I ſay is true, d' ee ſee; they 
are married, or juſt going to be married, I know not 
which | | | - | 
Fore. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not Lu- 
natick ? | 

Ben. I don't know what you may call Madneſs But 
ſhe's mad for a Husband-, and he's horn mad, I think, 
or they'd ne're make a match together Here they come, 


* 


Enter Sir Sampſon, & Angelica, with Buckram, 


Sir Samp Where is this old Soothſayer? this Uncle 


of mine elect? a ha! old Foreſeght , Uncle Foreſight , 


wiſh me joy Uncle Foreſight , double joy, both as Un- 
cle and Aſtrologer; here's a conjunction that was not 
foretold in all your Ephemeris—The brighteſt Star in 
the blew firmament—1s ſhot frum above, in ajelly of 


love, and ſo forth; and I'm Lord of the Aſcendant. 
Odd, you're an old fellow, Foreſight ; Uncle I mean, 


a very old Fellow, Uncle Foreſight; and yet you ſhall 
live to dance at my wedding; faithand troth you ſhall. 
Odd we'll have the muſick of the Spheres for thee, old 
Lilly , that we will, and thou ſhalt lead upa Dance in 
via lactea. 8 

Fore Im thunder. ſtroox ! You are not married to 
my Niece? 5 Ti 

Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but very 


near it, within a kiſs of the matter „ as you ſee. 


- ( Kiſſes Ang. 


Ang. Tis very true indeed, Uncle; 1 hope you'll. 


be my Father, and give me. 


dir Samp. That he ſhall, or I'll, burn his Globes— 


Body 
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Body o'me, he ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy 
Father, and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and I'll make 
thee a Mother, and we'll beget Sons and Daughters 
enough to put the weekly Bills out of countenance. 

Scan. Death and Hell ! Where's Valentine? 
| | (Exit Scan. 

Mrs. Fore This is ſo ſurpriſing 

Sir Samp. How | What does my Aunt ſay? Surpri- 
ſing, Aunt ? Not atall, for a young couple to make a 
match in Winter? Not at all It's a plot to undermine 
cold weather ; and deſtroy that U ſurper of a bed call'd a 
warming pan. | 

Mrs. Fore.” I'm glad to hear you have ſo much fire in 
you, Sir Sampſon. 2 | 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his fire's little better than tinder 
may hap it will only ſerve to light up a match for fome 
body elſe. The young woman's a handſom young wo- 
man, I can't deny it: But, Father, if I might be your 
Pilot in this caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It'sjuſt the 
ſame thing, as if ſo be you ſhould fail ſo far as the Srreizhts 
without proviſion. | 

Sir Samp · Who gave you authority to ſpeak , Sirrah? 
To your element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh; and to Sea 
rule your helm, Sirrah, don't direct me. 

Ben. Well , well, take you care of your own helm, 
or you mayn't keep your new Veſſel ſteddy. : 

Sir Samp. Why you impudent Tarpaulin ! Sirrah, do 
you bring your fore caſtle jeſts upon your Father? But I 
ſhall be even with you, I won't give you a groat. Mr. 
Buckram is the conveyance fo worded, that nothing can 
poſſibly deſcend to this Scoundrel? I would not ſo much 


as have him have the proſpect of an Eftate; tho there 
were no way to come to it, but by the North-Eaff paſ- 


Backr.. Sir, it is drawn according to your directions; 
there is not the leaſt cranny of the Law unſtopt, 


Ben. Lawyer, 1 þclicye there's many a cranny and 
: e "= | leak _ 
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leak unſtopt in your Conſcience If ſo be that one had 
a pump to your boſom, I believe we ſhou'd diſcover 3 
foul hold. They ſay a Witch will fail in a ſieve— But! 
believe the Devil wou'd not venture aboard o your Con- 
ſcience. And that's for you. 

Sir Samp. Hold your tongue, Sirrah, How now, 


. who's there ? 


Enter Tattle and F rail. 


. Frail. O, Siſter, the moſt unlucky accident ! 
Mrs. Fore, What's the matter ? 
. Tatt., O, the two moſt unfortunate poor Creatures in 
the world we are. | 
_ Fore: Bleſs us! How ſo? 
Frail. Ah Mr. Tattle and . poor Mr. Tatile and I are 
I can't ſpeak it out. 
Tait. Nor 1 But poor Mrs, Frail. and TI are 
Frail. Married. 1 
Mrs. Fore. Married! How? 
Tatt, Suddenly— before we knew where we were 


_ thatvillain Jeremy, by the help of diſguiſes, trickt us 


into oneanother. 

Fore. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence 
in haſte to be married. 

Ang. But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the favour to me, 


I thank him. 
Tatt. I did, 25 I hope to be ſavd, W my in. 
tentions were good— But this is the moſt cruel thing. 


to marry one does not know how, nor why, nor where- 
fore— The Devil take me if eyer I was ſo much con- 


cern d at any thing in my life. 
Ang. Tis very unhappy » if you don't care for one 


another. 
Ju. The leaft in the world That is for my part, 
1 ſpeak for my ſelf. Gad. I never had the leaſt thought 


of Grigus kindneſg=m Li never lik d any body leſs in 15 
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life. Poor Woman! Gad l'm ſorry for her too; for 1 


have no reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe 1 hall 


lead her a dama'd fort of a life. 
Mrs. Fore: He's better than no Husband at all tho 
he's a Coxcomb. [ 4frde to Frail, 

Frail \ Aye, aye, it's well it's no worle— Nay, 
to her. for my part I always deſpiſed Mr. Tattle of all 
things; nothing but his being my Husband could have 
made me like him leſs. „ 

Tait. Look you tnere, I thought as much - pox on't, 
I wiſh we could keep it ſecret, hy I don't believe any 
of this company wou'd ſpeak of it. 

Frail. But, my Dear, that's impoſſible ; the Parſon 
and that Rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 

Tate. Aye, my Dear, ſo they will as you ſay. 

Ang. O you'll agree very well in alittle time; Cuſtom 
will make it eaſie to you. | 
Tatt, Eaſie! Pox on't , I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to- 
night. | Frog 
Sir Samp. Sleep quotha ! No, why you would not 
ſleep o' your Wedding night? I'm an older Fellow than 
you, and don't mean to ſleep. | 

Ben. Why there's another match now, as thof a couple 
of Privateers were looking for a prize, and ſhould fall 
foul of one another. l'm ſorry for the young Man with 
all my heart, Look you, Friend, ifI may adviſe you, 
when ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have ex- 
perience of her, when ſhe's going, let hergo : For no 
Matrimony is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe 


can't drag her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break 


her cable; I can tell you that. Who's here? the Mad- 
man? | 


Enter Valentine dreſs'd, Scindal, and Jeremy. 

Val. No; here's the Fool; and if occaſion be, 111 
give it under my hand, | e 
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Sir Samp. How now? _ 

Val. Sir, Lm come to acknowledge my errors, and 
ask your pardon. 

Sir Samp. What, have you found your ſenſes at laſt 
then? In good time, Sir. 

Val. You were abus d, Sir, I never was diſtracted. 
Fore. How! Not mad ! Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. No really, Sir; I'm his Witneſs , it was all 
counterfeit. 

Val. I thought I had reaſons But it was a poor contri. 
vance » the effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 

Sir Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat 
your Father ! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir , when the Father endea- 
voured to undo the Son, it was a reaſonable return of Na- 
ture. 

Sir Samp Very good, Sir - Mr. Buckram, are you 
ready . Come Sir, will you ſign and ſeal ? 
| val. If you pleaſe, Sir; but firit l would ask this Lady 

one queſtion. 

Sir Samp. Sir, you 0 ask my leave firſt; that Lady, 
No, Sir; you ſhall ask that Lady no queſtions, till you 
have ask d, her bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be my 
Wife. 

Val. I have heard as 1 Sir; but I wou'd have it 
from her own mouth. 

Sir Samp. That's as muchas to ſay, Ilie, sir; and you 
don't believe what I ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir; but J reflect that I very 21 
counterfeited madneſs ; I don't know but the frolic 
may go round. 
Sir Samp. Come, Chuck, fatisfic him, anſwer him; — 
Come, come, Buckram, the pen and Ink. 
Buck. Here it is, Sir, with the Deed , all is ready. 
[Val, goes to Ang. 
Ang. Tis true, you have a great while pretended love 
to me; nay, what if you were ſincere ? ſill you muſt 
| par- 
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pardon me, if I think my own inclinations have a better 
right to diſpoſe of my perſon, than yours. 

dir Samp. Are you anſwer'd now, Sir? 

Val. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Where's your Plot, Sir? and your contri- 
vance now, Sir? Will you ſign, Sir? Come, will you 


ſign and ſeal ? 


Val. With all my heart, Sir. ö 

Scand S death, you are not mad indeed, to ruine 
your ſelf? 

Val. | have been diſappointed of my only hope; and 
he that loſes hope may part with any thing. I never va- 
lu'd Fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my pleaſure ; 
and my only pleaſure was to pleaſe this Lady: I have made 
many vain attempts, and find at laſt, that nothing but 
my ruine can effect it: which, for that reaſon, I will 
ſign to- Give me the paper. 

Ang. Generous Valentine ! | (Aſide. 

Buck. Here is the Deed , Sir. ; | 

Val. But where is the Bond, by which I am oblig'd to 
fign this? | | 

Buck. Sir Sampſon you have it. 

Ang. No, I have it; andT1luſeit, as I would every 
thing that is an Enemy to Valentine. 


[ Tears the paper. 


Sir Samp. How now ! 

Val. Ha! 
Ang. Had I the World to give you, it cou'd not make 
me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a paſſion, Here's 
my hand, my heart was always yours, and ſtruggl'd v 
hard to make this utmoſt tryal of your virtue, [To Val. 

Val. Between pleaſure and amazement, I am loſt 
But on my knees I take the bleſſing. 

Sir Samp. Oons, what is the meaning of this? _ 
Ben. Meſs, here's the wind chang'd again. Father, 
you and I may make a Voyage together now. 

Ang. Well, Sir Sampſon , fince I have plaid you a trick, 

"Hy | 
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Fll adviſe you, how you may avoid ſuch another Learn 


to be a good Father, or you'll never get a ſecond Wife. 1 on 
always lov'd your Son, and hated your unforgiving na- dil 
ture. I was reſolv'd to try him to the utmoſt; 1 have ya 
try'd you too, and know you both. You have not more lo 

faults than he has virtues; and 'tis hardly more pleaſure | 
ro me, that I can make him and my ſelf happy chan that 47 

I can puniſh you. 

ul. If my happineſs cou'd receive addition » this kind 18 


ſurprize would make it double. 

Sir Samp. Oons you're a Crocodile. 

Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden eclipſe — 

Sir Samp. You're an illiterate Fool, and I'm another, 
and the Stars are lyars; and if 1 had breath enough, I'd 
curſe them and you, my {elf and every body—Oons, I” 
cully'd,: bubbl'd, jilted, Woman-bobb'd at laſt I have = 
not patience. | Exit Sir Sam. Y 

- Tart. If the Gentleman is in this diſorder for want of a « 

| Wie, I can ſpare him mine. Oh are you there, Sir? n 
I'm indebted to you for my happineſs. (To Fere. b 

Fere. Sir, Iask you ten thouſand pardons, *twas an 
errant miſtake— You ſee, Sir, my Maſter was never 
mad ,- nor any ching like it— Then how could it be 
otherwiſe? 

Val. Tattle, thank 3 you , you would have interpoſed 

between me and Heav'n; but Providence laid Purgatory 
in your way — You have but juſtice. 

Scan. Thear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for 
his own Wedding; methinks tis pity they ſhould not be 
employ'd when 2 match is ſo much mended. Valentine, 
tho it be morning, we may have a dance. 

Val. Any thing, my Friend , every TY that looks 
likejoy and tranſport. | : 

Scan. Call'em , Feremy. 5 

Ang. I have done Gceedliag; now, palentine ; j ind if 
that coldneſs which 1 have always worn before you, 
ſhould turn to an extream fondneſs, you muſt not —_ 

It. E 55 Val. 
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Val. I'll prevent that ſuſpicion For I intend to doat 
on at that immoderate rate , that your fondneſs ſhall never 
diſtinguiſh it ſelf enough, to be taken notice of. If ever 
you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when I can't 


love enough. 


Ang. Have a care of large promiſes; you know you 


ate apt to run more in debt than you are able pay. 


Val. Therefore I yield my body as your priſoner, and 
make your beſt on't. | 


Scan. The Muſick ſtays for you. 
Dance. 


Scan. Well, Madam, You have done exemplary 
juſtice, in puniſhing an inhumane Father, and rewards 
ing a faithful Lover: But there is a third good work, 
which I, in particular, muſt thank you for; I was an 
infidel to your Sex ; and you have converted me— For 
now am convinc'd that all Women are not like Fortune, 
blind in beſtowing favours, either on thoſe who do not 
merit, or who do not want 'em. 

Ang. Tis an unreaſonable accuſation, that you lay 
upon our Sex: You tax us with injuſtice, only to cover 
your own want of merit. You would all have the reward 
of Love; but few have the conſtancy to ſtay till it be. 
comes your due. Men are generally Hypocrites and Infi- 
dels, they pretend to worſhip, but have neither Zeal 
nor Faith: How few, like Valentine, would perſevere 
even unto Martyrdom, and ſacrifice their intereſt to their 
conſtancy? In admiring me, you miſplace the noyelty; 


The Miracle to - day is, that we find 
A Lover trus; not that a Woman's kind. 


FINIS, 


